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ERNA BRODBER

Sleeping's Beauty and the Prince
Charming
That wicked fairy had really done Sleeping a favour. Yes. God does
work in a mysterious way. The poor child had been so tired she really
needed the seven years sleep.
Sleeping had literally had her nose, her ears, her eyes, her ten fingers
and every Httle bit of her to the grindstone. She typed day and night.
Articles kept coming out in this magazine, in this journal and that.
Sleeping seemed to make no space for the critic's words: she just wrote.
But you can't fool the fairies. They knew that Sleeping dared not hear
what the voices said. She cared too much that people like her and her
work. That child must face life,' said the wicked fairy and took it upon
herself to shatter Sleeping's peace. One day when Sleeping took her ten
o'clock break for orange juice and wheat germ. Old Miss Wicked
pinned Mr Miller's most devastating review of the Curled Handkerchief
upon the page she had left in her typing machine and Sleeping could
not but read it.
I tell you that child flaked out. Clean out. Her eyes just stared into
space and as if a hammer had hit her as she tried to get up, she froze
half-standing, half-sitting like the model on that new typing chair that
the New York Times ad recommends for secretaries. That is how Muriel
her twice weekly day's worker found her. Choked on reality and even
the wicked fairy admitted that the dosage had been too strong.
The doctors ordered an antidote and gave her a shot of I don't know
what that split the body from the soul. Her muscles went limp, her
head fell back, a black Ophelia sleeping for seven years. But while her
body was sleeping, her soul was having a ball. She dallied here, she
dallied there, up-town, down-town, over hills and valleys and then she
spotted this cool knight pricking on the plains. Was there ever a knight
like that?
He felt her stare, picked up her heavy vibrations. But when he looked
around, there was nobody. Of course there was nobody. He said to
himself, 'This is very strange. I know somebody is watching me. I know
what she looks like but I cannot see her.' And at the thought of seeing

something but not really seeing something, he fell off his horse before
he could even finish the thought saying like Saul, 1 am a man of reason.'
Sleeping was distressed. What a knight, that black knight had fallen
from his horse and a world she had begun to like was about to get
sodden before her very eyes like crepe paper cartoons hanging on a line
in a Port of Spain downpour. If she had any body, she would have had
a catatonic seizure. Instead, she stared and the fallen knight felt her
vibrations keener and raising himself up on his elbows and then rubbing his eyes, he said: 'Lord I know there is something here. I am not
mad. Take these scales from my eyes and let me see.'
Sleeping watched. Those long black fingers with their neatly trimmed
finger nails rubbing those sightless sunken eyes and propping the
puckered brow like a sailor at sea trying to scan the distance, intrigued
her. She crept closer to look at this Samson. There was hope with faith
on his face as he kept saying 'Lord I am not mad. I can feel her looking into my eyes.' But there was just the slightest souring of despair as
he beseeched 'Lord take these scales from my eyes.' So she whispered,
'You are not mad.' And he shook his head from side to side as if to
settle his senses back into place.
It was a curious sight for those who could discern, to see the sightless Samson and the disembodied voice in conversation. He told her
that his name was Charming, was really a prince who had chosen to
be a traveUing knight, that he had been to see the Asantehene, had
gone into the pharaohs' tombs; that he had gone and got a glimpse of
the unexcavated cities still sunken in Ethiopia.
He had expected to hear her make sounds that indicate that eyes
have grown wide with wonder. But she simply said, 'I know. I have
been dallying here and there myself and been learning how to guide
crafts, read the wind and so on. I am hoping to be of some use when
those seven miles of the Black Star Line reappear in the harbour.'
Then said he, 'We are on the same thing. I didn't tell you but I have
been acting as a sort of ambassador for the return. I have been making
arrangements for re-settlement in those places I mentioned to you. I
was trying to make it to the Maoris when this happened to me. What
a thing if I could see you and if you could put some body with that
soul!'
'Yeah' was all she said. But he had planted the seed in her head. The
business of coming back into human form haunted her. Sometimes
when he lay on her lap, she wished that she had legs and could feel
the pressure of his shoulders, and there were times when she wanted
to feel even more than that.

Fairy Godmother thought that it was fully time that she came into the
picture. TSiow/ she said, ^ h e n that old broken down fairy put that
child out of her way, I was angry because I had wanted her to finish
that work before she moved into wisdom with its tears and bruises. I
can now see that the poor body was over-tired and that the child
needed the rest between stages. Things were going so well, so well before this dark knight turned up! Yes. I have been keeping my peace,
keeping my peace but I shall have to raise the subject at the next committee meeting: everyone knows that I am this child's guardian angel.
If they are to send a pricking knight into this plain, shouldn't they have
informed me and given me time to prepare her? Now she'll want to get
back her form before I'm ready.'
She had hardly spoken before Sleeping came. 'Child,' she said, 'I
know what this is about. But tell me something. Do you think you are
ready for the monthly pains, the cramps, the backaches and the general
discomfiture? Do you know that soon you will be growing fibroids
which make all this even more terrible? And do you know what it is
like to deal with a knight, what a knight? You've had your head in
your typewriter all this time; you can't even deal with a jack much less
a knight.' To which Sleeping replied, 'If the porridge is hot, godmother,
I will drink it.' 'I guess I must thank God for the rest you had,' Godmother said and left.
They were discussing and bewailing the discord between Garvey and
Dubois, between the high coloureds and the blacks and giving thanks
that Greelee had thought up Reds in the Spook who sat by the door, when
she felt a familiar jab in her groin but worse than anything she had
ever felt and she all but passed out. Prince Charming, the dark knight
heard her scream and looked around to see the tall slim Afro-headed
Nephertiti he had been seeing without seeing for so long, rolling in
pain. And what a pain for he was excited.
Strange to say, the more she tossed and turned, the more his eyes
cleared and the more sharply he could see her and the horizon.
'What is it?' he said wanting to straighten that body out and have her
walk or ride or swim or sail with him to New Zealand and the Maoris.
'It is this woman thing,' she said palely.
'How can I help?' he said in pain watching the horizon steadfastly.
'I don't know but I am sure you could find a way,' she said hoping.
He thought for a very long time and her groans and her tossing
rattled in his brain like a lone penny in a saving pan.
'Perhaps if you kissed me as the story goes,' she said. T o u could
share the burden of this woman self and thus balanced we could walk
to the ends of the earth and set up the return.'

He put his beautifully tapered black hands with the well-manicured
nails to his forehead, shook his head and said through lips frozen with
pain: 'I want to be as honest as I can with you. I couldn't bear one
quarter of what you are going through. Let me stick to what I can do.
Let me go off in the horizon. I will be back. So long.'
'Life, Love, Reality,' she muttered, then said aloud, 'So long.'
And he left her to be a woman alone and that is why black people
have to wait another four hundred years before King Alpha and Queen
Omega will appear to settle them in their kingdom in the promised
land. For Sleeping's beauty is still only half awake, drugged in its
woman's pain and she cannot properly put body and soul together for
that needs the help of Charming.
Rastafari me nuh chose none.

GRAHAM HUGGAN

Resisting the Map as Metaphor: A
Comparison of Margaret Atwood's
Surfacing and Janet Frame's Scented
Gardens for the Blind
Similarities between the work of Margaret Atwood, in Canada, and
Janet Frame, in New Zealand, are indicative of a cross-cultural concern
for the position of the woman writer in the New World. This combination of trenchant satire and introspective lyricism in their novels, for
example, can be taken as deriving from a common desire to undermine
the dominant power-structures of their respective societies and to revalue the inner life which those societies have violated, repressed or
neglected. For both Atwood and Frame, the problems of the postcolonial writer, converging with those of the woman writer, condense
into the central issue of how to express oneself freely in a language
which is already 'colonized', residually Eurocentric in outlook, persistently masculine in diction and syntax. Both writers have been seen in
this context as working towards the definition of a 'decolonized' poetics:
a more useful alternative, however, might be to emphasize their avoidance of definition and to look instead at the ways in which, to borrow
Sherill Grace's phrase, they 'articulate the space between'.^ Seen in this
light, Atwood and Frame are less writers in search of an 'identity^ than
writers who actively resist the notion of identity by associating it with
stasis, reduction, and inflexibility.
Implicit in this resistance is a reassessment of metaphor involving the
initial dismissal of its conception as deviance from a putative linguistic
'norm' and the consequent assertion of its capacity to oscillate between,
and therefore avoid circumscription by, linguistic definitions. Ironically,
critical treatment of Atwood's and Frame's novels has tended at times
to reinforce the very definitions they seek to break down. Studies such
as Frank Dave/s and Patrick Evans's focus on 'the divided and distinguished worlds'^ of the two writers, investigating distinctions between
'male' and 'female' spaces, 'private' and 'public' experience, and so on.
Atwood's own term 'violent dualit/ implies, however, that binary

opposites such as these, undoubtedly a feature of her work (and of
Frame's), are both reductive and potentially destructive; like the leading feminist theoretician Hélène Cixous,^ Atwood's primary concern is
to break down the logic of patriarchy which sets up such oppositions
as a means of consolidating the power and authority of the male.
What is noticeable, then, in novels such as Atwood's Surfacing is not
the presentation of a series of opposites (male/female, culture/nature,
logic/instinct, etc.) but the mode of their presentation, which is predominantly sceptical and ironic. It has always seemed to me that in the prolific critical literature on Surfacing, the humour of the novel has been
consistently underplayed. It is difficult, however, not to notice the wry
self-irony with which the narrator acknowledges her failure as an artist,
her tendency to project that failure onto others, and, above all, her propensity for using the very patriarchal logic that she wishes to controvert. In this context, it is possible to see the divided and distinguished
worlds encountered in Surfacing as symptoms of the narrator's misguidedly dualistic thinking; not until the discovery of her father's death,
and her eventual transformation, is she released from her twodimensional perception of the world and from the binary rhetoric which
articulates that perception.
If we are to see these dualisms as implicitly self-ironic, we are better
placed to understand the central role of metaphor in Atwood's novel.
Paul Ricoeur's distinction between 'dead' metaphors, which are static,
restrictive, and stultifying, and 'live' metaphors, which are dynamic,
open, and energizing," is particularly germane to Surfacing, in which
dead metaphors such as the map - to which I will return in a moment
- must be discarded before the creative potential of metaphor can be released and realized.
The map, as the geographer Philip Muehrcke has pointed out, is a
primary form of metaphor in that it embodies both product (map as
completed metaphor) and process (map as series of transformative strategies).^ In another sense, however, it might be said that the map, once
completed, loses its status as metaphor to become an authoritative or,
better stated, an authoritarian representation. It is this claim to authority, and the rigidity of its representation, that Atwood and Frame challenge in their respective works.
In Surfacing, the map features explicitly as the property of the narrator's father and the symbol of his patriarchal authority, but also implicitly as the sum of all those strategies in the novel which seek to impose an orderly pattern on experience. The strategies most evident in
the novel are designation, division, and exclusion-, in each case, the map's
status as metaphor is undermined by the recognition that its surface

structure and apparent function are underpinned by an ideology which
is, by its very nature, damaging to human relationships.
The designation, by which I mean the marking and naming of place, is
a conventional mapping strategy which allows the map-user to identify
and locate his or her position. In Surfacing, however, place names and
markers are generally misleading; previously 'designated' places are
challenged and called into question by the narrator. One example is the
narrator's reinterpretation of the cross. For her father, the cross is a
place marker, a denoted site on his map; for her, however, it connotes
victimization and falsely implanted authority. Her father's crosses are
death signs; when he attempts to relocate them on the map, the authority he hopes to claim is turned against himself, identifying the power
of the cross as power-to-kill.
The narrator's resistance to the strategy of designation therefore entails a crossing-out, or erasure,^ of the sign's marker-function; burning
her drawings and the typescript of the folk tales she has been working
on, she claims 'this is no longer my future. There must be some way
of cancelling the samsonite case, it can't be burned. I draw the big knife
across it, x-ing it out.'^
'X-ing ouf involves for the narrator a denial of all those signs and
markers which have purported to guide her but instead have misled
her, deceived her into believing in their assumed authority. The textual
environment of Surfacing is littered with false landmarks, whose deceptive patterns and insidious claims to authority are traced back by
Atwood to the negative ideology embodied in power-to-kill. In terms
of this ideology, place-names and markers do not describe the environment; they deface and deform it. Such, for example, are the
election slogans ... painted over and over, some faded and defaced, others fresh
yellow and white, VOTEZ GODET, VOTEZ O'BRIEN, along with hearts and
initials and words and advertisements, THE SALADA, BLUE MOUNTAIN
COTTAGES V2 MILE, QUÉBEC LIBRE, FUCK YOU, BUVEZ COCA-COLA
GLACÉ, lESUS SAVES, mélange of demands and languages ... an x-ray of it
would be the district's entire history, (p. 15)

These rival claims are symptomatic of a culture which, in its insistence
to label and categorize, abuses and alienates itself from the environment
it wishes to control. The function fulfilled by place names and markers,
therefore, is ultimately not that of designation but that of division. As
Philip Muehrcke warns: 'Maps separate a person from his environment.
If we think of ourselves as an integral part of our environment, we
realize that we cannot harm it without harming ourselves. If the environment is reduced to symbols on a map, however, we are apt to
abuse it' (p. 299). Muehrcke's argument can be developed by consider-

ing another feature of the map, the border. In defining territory by its
separation from other territories and by the exclusion of nominally
'alien' territories from its own 'homeground', the border fulfills an essentially divisive function. By situating her novel in the 'border country^
between Quebec and Ontario, Atwood looks not to assert the status of
the border but to emphasize its ambivalence and, eventually, to undermine the ideology which validates it.® Borders in Surfacing are dividinglines whose institution reinforces and perpetuates an ideology based on
conflict and opposition, the epitome of 'violent duality'. For the narrator, 'the garden is a stunt, a trick ... it could not exist without the
fence' (p. 194); so too is the map which cannot exist without the borders which give it illusory definition. The 'gods' whom the narrator
seeks are against borders: They can't be anywhere thafs marked out,
enclosed: even if I opened the doors and fences they could not pass in,
to houses and cages, they can only move in the spaces between them'
(p. 194). If it is unclear in the novel who the 'gods' are and what they
represent, this is precisely because their function is ambiguous, nondefinitional; they are against borders because the border, in executing
the functions of enclosure, division, and exclusion, effectively consolidates a static definition which allows no freedom of movement. The narrator, like her father before her, comes to realize that '[her] own fence
excludes [her], as logic excludes love' (p. 201). She, too, wants 'the borders abolished ... the forest to flow back into the place [her] mind
cleared: reparation' (p. 201). Only when the borders are abolished can
transformation take place; by defining, designating, and dividing space,
the border, specifically, and the map, in general, disallow the possibility of change. The map can therefore be considered as a 'dead' metaphor, a fossilized structure® which, far from fulfilling the function of
transference or transformation, presents itself as a fait accompli, the consequence of all those strategies which seek to impose a preconceived,
prejudicial pattern on personal, social, and cultural relationships.
A similar reaction against the strategies of reduction and restriction
implicit in the notion of mapping can be found in Janet Frame's novel
Scented Gardens for the Blind. A curious, deliberately deceptive novel.
Scented Gardens for the Blind enacts the tripartite internal monologue of
its narrator. Vera Glace. Inmate in an asylum. Vera divides her fantasyfilled, at times nightmarish, inner life into three; taking on one role herself, she assigns the others to an imaginary husband, Edward, and to
an imaginary daughter, Erlene. Since it is not clear, however, until near
the end of the novel that Vera is the sole narrator, we seem to be taken
into the lives of three separate characters: the taciturn, hypersensitive
Erlene, the febrile Edward and the ironically reflective Vera.

I would like to argue here that the notion of 'cognitive mapping' used
in branches of geographical, psychological and linguistic theory is particularly appropriate to the complex patterns of thought outUned in
Scented Gardens for the Blind. Cognitive mapping, according to the geographers Downs and Stea, is 'an abstraction covering those cognitive
or mental abilities that enable us to collect, organize, store, recall and
manipulate information about the spatial environment ... above all, cognitive mapping refers to a process ... it is the way in which we come to
grips with and comprehend the world around
In Scented Gardens
for the Blind, three interactive mapping processes may be isolated and
identified with their proponents: that of Erlene, based on the principles
of negation and retreat from the world; that of Edward, based on the
principles of order and historical continuity; and that of Vera, within
whose cognitive map the other two are subsumed and retrospectively
ironized.
Edward's and Erlene's strategies for 'comprehending the world around
them' effectively cancel each other out. Edward's faith in genealogy (itself a mapping process) is contradicted by the 'eternal presenf in which
Erlene lives; similarly, Edward's belief in the capacity of language to
control and order experience is countered by Erlene's rejection of
language as either a means of communication or a vehicle of selfexpression. Edward believes his world to be carefully mapped out, precise, incontrovertible: 'He took out his map of London, plotted his
course to Prudence Avenue, carefully noting the numbers of the buses,
and judging the time he would be delayed at roundabouts and other
areas of dense traffic, until he had calculated the exact time he would
arrive.'" His calculations, however, depend on the absence of the players
he manipulates in his world-game; as soon as the Strangs (strang-ers?)
identify themselves, his map loses meaning and his plan to 'rescue the
world' becomes little more than derisory. For Edward, cognitive mapping represents the attempt to conquer time by moving through, organizing and demarcating space. His interest in genealogy, like his partiality to wargames and his later, odd obsession with furniture, is symptomatic of his desire to restrict and, if possible, eliminate movement by
reducing the dizzying possibilities of experience to the status, and stasis,
of 'fixtures an fittings' (p. 125). The most significant of these 'fixtures',
and the one on which all the others depend, is that of verbal language.
Edward, like the half-crazed (and aptly named) psychiatrist Dr Clapper,
believes in the oracular function of language; Erlene's silences, the
warnings of the Blackbeetle family, who live between words (their home
is the dictionary) and are sensitive to their duplicity, and Vera's final,
inarticulate proclamation all suggest that language is incapable of 'defining', 'explaining', or suddenly revealing the 'essential meaning' of ex-

perience. Like the map, language can be considered as a codified communication system, but also like the map, the system that it encodes is
reductive and imprecise. Caught between Erlene's continued silence and
Edward's increasing incomprehensibility. Vera desires control but fears
that it may be illusory; similarly, she longs to articulate her experience to tell her story - but senses that it may be futile. Her mental map is
therefore inadequate as a rational concept expressing the desire for
comprehension ('I wish,' she says at one point, 'the map of my room
were in numbered segments which would stay pinned and numbered'
(p. 17)); and as a linguistic construct expressing the desire for communication (for, as Uncle Blackbeetle tells Erlene, the common denomination
of all stories is death: 'what else is there to tell stories about?' (p. 172)).
The map, therefore, is an ambivalent metaphor for Vera; although it
expresses the desire for order, it also outlines the tyranny, not to mention the futility, of definition. The latter is clear in the psychiatric jargon
and neatly documented files of Dr Clapper. Intent on categorizing his
patients, Dr Clapper wishes to construct a map of the schizophrenic
mind, unaware that he is merely laying bare, and himself perpetrating,
those very strategies of a so-called 'civilized' society which induce or encourage schizophrenia. Dr Clapper's medical map is predicated on the
Procrustean distinctions between sanity and insanity, normal and abnormal behaviour.^^ As Vera says, it is people like Dr Clapper who
'have grouped the deaf, dumb, blind, crippled, mentally ill in one mass
in order to "deal with" them, for we must "deal with" these vast surfaces of strangeness which demand all our lives a protective varnish of
sympath/ (p. 14). Dr Clapper's files, like Uncle Blackbeetle's dictionary,
frighten Vera (Erlene), not because they deliberately distort information,
but because they claim outrageously that the information they store is
true. As surrogate maps, both are 'schizophrenic structures';" although,
of course, they do not necessarily induce schizophrenia, they certainly
encourage a dualistic conception of the world which is as narrow as it
is authoritative. To label those 'mad' who do not fit into narrowly conceived and constructed societal patterns may be convenient but, as Vera
says, 'we can't even fit into the things we make. How can we be expected to fit into what lies around us?' (p. 206).
The connection between linguistic definition and social conformism is
also close in Surfacing. The narrator's transformation, interpreted by
others as a temporary lapse into madness, is, as she says, only 'an amplification of what [she] already [is]' (p. 109). By refusing to conform,
she alters dimension; like Joe's mutant pots or her own misproportioned
drawings, she takes on an 'unconventional' shape which, in one sense,
registers societal failure (or maladjustment, to use one of Dr Clapper's
terms), but, in another, asserts individual liberty. Her transformation
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gives her a third dimension; by breaking free from the influence of
those, like David, who live in two dimensions or those, like her mother,
who would have her live in two dimensions (as 'successive incarnations
[in a photograph album] preserved and flattened like flowers pressed
in dictionaries' (p. 74)), the narrator 'comes out of the map'.^'' Concurrently, the inanimate objects represented in the photographs, pictographs, illustrations and diagrams which pervade the novel take on independent status as animate subjects; thus, while before her transformation the narrator had attempted to match the represented with the real,
she comes to realize that all representations are false: she must either
become the ' r e a l i t / that she, or others, had previously represented, or
consign herself to a second-hand existence.
If the map is dismissed in both novels as being, first, a misrepresentation of ' r e a l i t / and, second, a 'dead' or inadequate metaphor, it remains to consider what alternatives Atwood and Frame consider to the
strategies and consequences of mapping. I have already suggested that
both writers are interested in articulating the space between as a means
of breaking down preconceived categories of definition and location.
This involves an ambivalent attitude towards metaphor in their work.
In one sense, metaphors such as the map are revealed as false constructions whose motive, to borrow from Wallace Stevens's poem, derives
not so much from 'the exhilaration of change' as from
the hammer
of red and blue, the hard sound
steel against intimation - the sharp flash
the vital, arrogant, fatal, dominant X . "

Metaphor, if I can be permitted a simplification of Stevens's complex
poem, is the trope par excellence of power; in establishing territory, its
user also exercises authority. Atwood and Frame, as I have demonstrated, challenge and work towards the erasure of the X, of the arrogant metaphoric claim that one thing is another. An alternative approach to metaphor which, I believe, is the one adopted by Atwood
and Frame, contends that metaphor is not a relation but a mediation between spaces. To put it simply, the A is B metaphor is discarded in
favour of suspense between A and B. Paul Ricoeur has commented on
the intermediary function of metaphor; as he says, 'metaphor is the outcome of a debate between predication and naming; its place in language
is between words and sentences' (p. 133).^^
In both Surfacing and Scented Gardens for the Blind, the ending is left
in suspense, as if to comment on the narrator's avoidance of the tyranny of definition. Opposed to the stasis of definition, Atwood and
Frame imply a mediation between two undefined modes of being, a de-

ll

bate between predication and naming which has no outcome or, to put
it another way, a process of metaphor which has no product. In both
novels, the relations between metaphor as process and (non-)metaphor
as product is implicit in the notion of metamorphosis: the notion of
linguistic transfer is explored in relation to that of organic transformation. In neither case, however, is metamorphosis seen as an act of completion. In Surfacing, as its title suggests, the state of suspense (or 'betweenness') is unbroken; 'surfacing' is that which has not yet surfaced,
and in this deferral is able to remain open, indefinite.^^ Sometimes interpreted as a novel of self-definition. Surfacing is rather a novel which
avoids self-definition, which indeed opposes the very concept of definition, seeking instead to mediate between possible alternatives.
The connection between mediation and translation is worth commenting
on here. The circles and the arrogant square pages,' says the narrator
of Surfacing, 'even the guides, the miraculous double woman and the
god with horns, they must be translated' (p. 190). The narrator's will to
translate is reflected in the novel's tendency toward pastiche; by providing a self-conscious parody of itself, the narrative proffers its own
'translation'. I have already pointed out the radical distrust of verbal
language as an agent of expression or communication in the work of
Atwood and Frame. Translation, however, offers an alternative because
it breaks down the artificially constructed boundaries of discourse,
mediating between two versions, neither of which can claim to be 'truthful'. Translation epitomizes the metaphoric activity; the translator's reinterpretation of the text may involve an attempt to capture the spirit
of the 'original', but it is also likely to involve the implicit recognition
that no single version is 'truer' than the others.
'To move between languages, to translate,' writes George Steiner in
After Babel, 'even within restrictions of totality is to experience the almost bewildering bias of the human spirit towards freedom."® The freedom of translation depends, however, on a recognition of the difference
between metaphors as agents of change and what Nietzsche describes
as 'those worn-out metaphors which have become powerless to affect
the senses' and have debased into illusory 'truths': 'illusions of which
one has forgotten that they are illusions."' If Steiner's comment seems
to apply best to Surfacing, Nietzsche's is of greater relevance to Scented
Gardens for the Blind. Frame's novel is full of residual 'truths': quotations
from the classics, snatches of song and fable, dictionary definitions, and
so on. The map, I have suggested, is another worn-out metaphor which
may be mistaken for the 'truth'. Frame's alternative to the crippling
conventions of poetic language and social discourse is similar to, but
more radical than, Atwood's: to break down barriers of diction and
syntax, refusing to respect generic classification or semantic clarity. De-
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spite the humour implicit in Frame's verbal tricks and mental puzzles,
her novels express a vision which is darker in implication than any of
Atwood's Violent dualities'. Atwood's distrust of verbal language is intensified by Frame to the extent that, in Scented Gardens for the Blind, an
apocalyptic vision of the end of the world is juxtaposed with a veiled
prediction of the end of language. Frame's Brave New World is the Ice
Age; its language no more than the primeval grunt or the inarticulate
cry 'out of ancient rock and marshland; out of ice and stone' (p. 252).
Whereas Atwood's resistance to the map as metaphor implies nonetheless that the process (or 'translating') of metaphor is a viable alternative, Frame in the end can see perhaps only one common denominator
for all signifying practices: death.
I would like by way of conclusion to return to my earlier suggestion
that Atwood and Frame are acutely conscious of the difficulties inherent
in the position of the woman writer in the New World. By resisting the
map as metaphor, both writers attempt to 'clear a space' for themselves
and to investigate alternatives to the prescribed value-systems of postcolonial, abidingly patriarchal societies such as Canada and New Zealand. The avoidance of metaphors of resemblance, which exchange one
definition for another, and the consequent assertion of metaphor as a
transitional process which falls short of achieved definition, appear to me
to be of wider relevance to the work of women writers and, in particular, to the work of post-colonial writers, many of whom now seem less
interested in defining and expressing personal, cultural, or national
identity than in questioning the presuppositions on which the notion of
'identit/ is based.^° It could be that, in clearing a space for themselves
as writers, Margaret Atwood and Janet Frame have also cleared a space
for the critical reassessment of the New Literatures.

NOTES
1. See Grace's essay in S. Grace and L. Weir, eds., Margaret Atwood: Language, Text
and System (Vancouver: University of British Columbia Press, 1983), pp. 1-16.
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theoretical domination. It will be conceived of only by subjects who are breakers
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(creators of new configurations for the inscription of femininity) is Alice Jardine's
Gynesis (Ithaca: Cornell University Press, 1985).
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'Maps in Literature' in Geographical Review, 64, 3 G ^ y 1974), 317-38.
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Atwood and Frame use tactics which commonly feature in so-called post-modernist narratives and in the work of post-structuralist theorists such as Jacques
Derrida. The map is, of course, in one sense a metaphor of structure; the poststructuralist positions taken up in, say, Derrida's essay 'Structure, Sign and Play
in the Discourse of the Human Sciences' (in Writing and Difference (Chicago: University of Chicago Press, 1978), pp. 278-293) are implicitly deconstructive of the
map as metaphor.
Margaret Atwood, Surfacing (Markham: Paperjacks, 1973), p. 189. All other references are included in the text.
Borders, boundaries and other markers of geographical enclosure have often featured in women's writing, usually as symbols of personal or social claustration.
See, for example, Sandra Gilbert and Susan Gubar's The Madwoman in the Attic
G^^ew Haven: Yale University Press, 1979) (for 19th-century texts); Roberta Rubenstein's Boundaries of the Self: Gender, Culture, Fiction (Urbana: University of Illinois
Press, 1987) (for 20th-century texts, including a chapter on Atwood).
I am referring obliquely here to the theories of the Caribbean critic/novelist
Wilson Harris. See, for example, Harris's use of the map as metaphor in Palace
of the Peacock (London: Faber and Faber, 1985); or his distinction between 'tameable' and 'untameable' metaphors in the essay on Conrad in Explorations: Selected
Talks and Interviews, ed. H. Maes-Jelinek (Mundelstrup: Dangaroo Press, 1981).
Harris's cross-cultural sympathies and hybridized aesthetics counter what he
perceives as the fossilized notions of 'conquistadorial' cultures.
R.M. DOWTIS and D. Stea, Maps in Minds: Reflections on Cognitive Mapping (NY:
Harper and Row, 1977), p. 6.
Janet Frame, Scented Gardens for the Blind (NY: Braziller, 1964), pp. 124-5. All
other references are included in the text.
See John Vernon, The Garden and the Map: Schizophrenia in Twentieth Century Literature and Culture (Urbana: University of Illinois Press, 1973); also Michel Foucault,
Madness and Civilization (NY: Pantheon, 1965).
The phrase is Vernon's (op. cit.).
See James Dickey, Deliverance (NY: Dell, 1986), p. 8. For a comparison of Surfacing and Deliverance, see Rosemary Sullivan's essay in Canadian Literature, 67
(Winter 1976), 6-20.
WaUace Stevens, The Motive for Metaphor', in Collected Poems (NY: Knopf, 1961),
p 288.
On the diverse functions of metaphor, see also Patricia Parker's essay 'The Metaphorical Plot', in D.S. Maill, ed.. Metaphor: Problems and Perspectives (Brighton:
Harvester Press, 1982), pp. 133-157.

17. Refer back to footnote 6. The most significant instance of deferral in the novel,
of course, is the narrator's name, which remains 'in suspense'.
18. George Steiner, After Babel: Aspects of Language and Translation (London: Oxford
University Press, 1975), p. 473.
19. See Nietzsche's essay 'On Truth and Falsity in their Ultramoral Sense', in Works,
Vol. 2 (NY: Russell and Russell, 1964), p. 180. Nietzsche's attack on the premises
of Western signification has exerted a crucial influence on contemporary poststructuralist theory. As an opponent of the implied closure of structure,
Nietzsche, too, can be considered a 'mapbreaker'.
20. A particularly relevant work is Nuruddin Farah's Maps (London: Pan, 1986).
Farah cor\siders the geopolitical motives of mapping in relation to the social construction of race and gender. The authority of maps cannot disguise the contingency of the values they encode; Farah thus demonstrates the relativity of notions of personal, cultural and national identity.
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Philip Salom
WINDOW MANNEQUIN
For a start, they're meant to be like us
but the/re all one race, white in fact,
or beige, to be exact. And they're all one sex
if you can call it that: mannequin, mannequin,
there simply aren't womannequins,
they're Stannaquins not Annaquins.
Though some are neat between the legs
and nowadays have breasts with knobbly nipplesin.
If this is beauty they're not saying any thin,
anachronistic eyelashing, and porcelain skin.
There are men, no tits on them, nothing's
on them, each crotch a lump like a manly chin.
(Which reminds me of good old Michael Finnegan,
at least he grew whiskers on his chinnegan,
there's nothing pubic here, the wind blew it innegan.)
But then, they're brittle, these mannequin:
maybe the rest fell off from too much wannequin.
So there'll never be those babykins,
no mamas murmuring of their little mannekins.
Oh mannequin, mannequin, you stare out forever
seeing nothing, the blank world of the future,
as we flood past, or stop, and staring in
see you exact of face and limb, no life within,
wakeful as insonnniacs, or dopey as a dream,
if s all the same, blanking out, or blanking in again.
Life is painless when beauty gushes you like endorphin.
Which is just as well, considering you're always plastered.
Mannequin Oh mannequin, your plural, surely, is mannequine.
Go back to your robotic, narcissistic scene. Better still
go back to the place of casts, to the castle,
to the two pervotic men who made you: Doctors Frank and Stein.
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SCOTS CASTLE
Past these walls, the air emulsifies
with ocean and double-weights the walls
to be one slip away from cliff-edge:
the masons must have clung like Prometheus
the fire in their fingertips,
their walls rising soUdly and dark above
the white abyss of air-inviting
plunge. Air so silverish and dense
it seems to say: 'Come. Be one with me.
Feel my spirit. It is the breath beaten
from the airy and luminous dead.
I am the body made transparent
by history. I am courage made transparent
by death. Come, be one with me.'
Or it shouts, white and foul-mouthed:
'Come out here, fuck you, and fight!'
As if air is truer place. Air the power
the dead under the earth have given up,
that walls of solid stone can't merit.
The stone is heavier for this. Resisting
just as the owner centuries ago, given
a daemon of far less airy beatings
by the land-sharks of his days,
then trussed above his own fire like a pig
held back, resisted, as the flames
turned him into crackling. His will,
steeper than 1st degree, he lived.
Had lived that long above the fall
When death came for him in old age
like a wave of light, only then, he went.
His stone is the truer place.
Great and dark, against the ghosting air
the molten hearth of ocean.
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Jennifer Woodhouse
IMAGINARY SAILORS, POLYNESIA
Steering by starpath and the flight of birds,
by ocean swell and cross-current and changing winds
they guided their canoes to distant landfalls,
the voyage lacing sea to land
as nets lace space to markers.
Atoll-dwellers, poised to challenge ocean's absolute,
forsaking islands with sweet-sounding names,
where ceremony's stones sing with the tongues of temple bells
propitiating tapu-tapu ocean-island gods,
and dance rhythms are rhythms of the reef, resisting change,
and souls of stars approach the earth as seabirds,
and life is chanting, chanting names and ways,
with incantation they commenced their course,
invoking names of stars to give the energy of light
invoking, in the names of birds, the energy of flight
invoking, in the winds and waves,
vast forces wondered at and feared.
Sometimes off Samoa in cloudy dawns
you seem to hear their voices intermingled with the breeze
but everywhere you look the sea is clear the singers are as transient as air.
With incantation as a means and end
the mariners attuned themselves to rhythms that told where
starpaths and birds' trajectories and currents intersect,
at no fixed point, upon a moving map,
in navigators' songs, in puffs of air.
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B.W. Benyon
TRINITY BEACH
Cushioned between Yorke/s Knob and Clifton beach,
this meeting place confronts
the Great Barrier Reef.
The water shines like health,
invites me to enter
the spray of salty turquoise
sharpening my sense of touch.
The broken coral jangles
in the polished sea
where during the rainy season
jelly-fish bring the risk of death.
I watch and notice three dolphins rise,
they dip and disappear
into the warm flux,
a beauty of glistening arches
on a journey northwards.
Here on the beach I feel
their controlled energy like a carving,
a concentration, their triptych.

ON FTTZROY ISLAND
The boy sweeps,
the rain falls,
fish swim behind glass walls.
A gremlin enters
the machinery of sky,
strains the light to close early.
A carnival of tropical fish
edge their curious route
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beneath the jett}- of Welcome Bay.
Xearby a p>articular music
disturbs the parsley of rainforest,
a gro\s-ing orchestra of high-pitched green.

Anthony Lawrence
THE GHOSTS OF A CARTOON LIFE
for Beverly

Bourne

In a bacicy^rd lonely
with my Grandfather's absence
bet^veen the chokos & the sulk)^ shed
my legs held by scratchy \ines
1 struggle VN^th an overripe pumpkin
lifting it to my chest
& put its flower to my lips
& breathe youth through a yellow stem
& cry for an old man's d)ing
2
After I'd woken for the last time
on the long verandah at my Grandparents' house
a goods train sounded its arrival
on the \iaduct over the floodplain
& the blade of a bulldozer came through the wall
lifting me from bed
I was carried away
outside to the street
& made to watch as they struck my childhood
like a theatre set
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stone by stone
flower by flower
erecting in its place an acre of concrete
sown with parking meters
Now strangers come
leaving their cars
in the kitchen
or walking through bedrooms with their shopping bags
they step on my Grandfather's feet
as he reads the paper
I see them reading the meters
as if they were headstones
as if they told the story of someone's
birth & death
They spend their coins where I buried mine
among steaming compost
& fretting chooks
& then they climb into their cars
& drive away
as if they had somewhere
to go

CRO-KILL
We had this stuff that Wayne found in the shed:
a tin of white powder called 'Cro-Kill'.
It had POISON in big red letters on the label.
Wayne said his dad used it for baiting crows.
Pissy Paul the overseer had shot a bullock
& left it out in the Horse Paddock,
so we went on our motorbikes, & the crows
took off as soon as we came through the gate.
The bullock's guts had burst, its intestines
coiling like blue shaving cream into the grass.
The crows had already removed its eyes.
Blowies were spawning their busy line.
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Wayne used his knife to lift the lid off the tin,
then sprinkled the powder
into the red cave of the animal's stomach.
Then we rode off & hid behind a wind break.
Crows are suspicious things, & it took
a long time before they came back.
Finally one came down: a black mortician,
who settled on the swollen stomach
And lifted out a length of gut.
Then two more decided things were safe.
Then twelve birds were cutting
& fighting over the carcass.
We waited. Nothing was happening.
Then one of the crows fell over
& floundered in the grass. Soon,
they were all dancing around like drunk
Marionettes, & two of them flew off
awkwardly into a nearby tree.
They sat there for a while, & then
began to cry, it was terrible.
Smoke was pouring from their beaks
& nostrils before they fell, their eyes melting,
their wings flapping madly, their throats on fire,
as we stood around like kids at an execution.
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MPALIVE-HANGSON MSISKA

Sexual Politics in Malawian
Popular Fiction: The Case of
Aubrey Kalitera's Why Father Why
Aubrey Kalitera is one of the most prolific writers of popular fiction in
Malawi. He has published numerous novels and short stories. In 1976,
his novel No Taste of Business was published by Heinemann East Africa.
Since then, however, he has followed the example of David Maillu of
Kenya by setting up on his own: writing, printing and distributing his
own works. In 1987, Kalitera surprised Malawi by producing and directing what is perhaps the first ever commercial film to be made locally.^
He is one of several writers within the country trying to provide a
Malawian form of popular fiction for a huge local readership of western
popular literature. Despite the effort of writers like Kalitera, there has
been negligible critical attention paid to them largely on account of the
overall neglect that popular literature has historically suffered in
academe. The advent of Deconstmction has, to a large extent, changed
the way we perceive relations of difference within the domain of Uterary inquiry. This critical approach has sensitized us to the way literary
taxonomy is grounded in various discursive and material practices
which are linked to broader political interests in society. In the Httle
that has been published on African popular literature so far, there is no
account of the manner in which such fiction manages the question of
gender even though one might argue, it is popular literature more than
high literature that is likely to give us a more accurate indication of
existing gender ideologies since the former more than the latter, as
Antonio Gramsci once observed, is intimately connected with traditional
notions of power.^
Kalitera's Why Father Why sets out to condemn the practice of monogamy which it blames for the presence in society of countless children
who have no fathers to look after them. However, though the novel
puts forward a radical critique of the contemporary social formation in
Malawi, it fails to utilise its radical potential as a consequence of siting
the solution outside the domain of political economy. I further argue
that the shifting of gender relations from the domain of political econ23

omy to that of patriarchal philanthropy is contrived, as throughout the
novel it is the material base of gender relations that is presented as the
arena in which the family crisis is produced and within which the solution must be sought. The solution that the text comes up with is revealed as an ideological alignment with a specific form of patriarchal
discourse.
The punishment that is meted out to the father at the end of the
novel is anticipated in the text by the overall portrayal of men. As the
novel relentlessly seeks to construct the ideal father, in accordance with
its moral trajectory, the narrator, who ultimately becomes the embodiment of the ideal father, is contrasted with his own father, and with
Jack Lupembe, the hotel manager who callously abandons the narrator's
childhood sweetheart, and Joe Phanga, the editor who makes the narrator's South African-born girlfriend, whom the narrator himself has
temporarily abandoned, pregnant. Out of the three feckless fathers, the
hero's father is depicted as the epitome of depraved fatherhood. He is
perhaps the most important narrative device in the novel as both the
narrative structure and the plot revolve around the hero's quest to find
him, as he is the 'absence' that constitutes the object of desire, the
demonised Other who must be found and punished. In this way, the
father comes to embody that Otherness which in the terms set up by the
novel represents a conservative sexual politics. He has no redeeming
features in a first-person narrative that precludes the opportunity of
hearing his side of the story. According to the version that the son
pieces together from the deserted mother, the father is the kind of man
who does not take his paternal responsibilities seriously. Thus the father
and the mother occupy the opposite poles of the moral and ideological
landscape of the novel.
It is important to underline the fact that much as the surface structure of the text suggests that villainy is a personality attribute which
the father shares with all the other members of his gender except the
hero, the manner in which the notion of villainy is represented in relation to the opposition between the mother and the father rather reveals
the extent to which the gender discursive formation which informs the
narrative is interlaced with the discourse of capitalism. It is not the
father's sheer absence from the mother that the son laments, nor the absence of a husband that the mother is concerned with, but rather it is
his absence construed as the absence of what Pierre Bourdieu has
termed material capital that they are protesting against.^ Indeed, the very
basis of the relationship between the father and the mother, right from
the start, is grounded on her material and his sexual needs, as the following passage demonstrates: " T h e people at home knew that the girl
had fallen in love the moment she got there. She had more meat, fish
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and groceries than the money they had given her could have paid for"'
(p. 10). The juxtaposition of love and marriage, on the one hand, and
goods such as groceries, on the other, firmly points to an exchange
economy in which the fiction of marriage is denied the rarefied value
of love as one of its properties, but is, instead and bluntly, shown to
be invested with the value of commodity exchange which is predicated
on the law of supply and demand. According to this law, the mother's
value is reduced when she announces the news of her pregnancy; indeed she can be described as having suddenly become a liability to
Supuni as the child was not part of the bargain. Furthermore, within
the colonial capitalist discursive formation, the arrival of the child
threatens to expose the father's imaginary subject position: his role as a
provider of a 'white standard' of life, which wins him the affections of
the peasant woman can no longer, with the arrival of the child, be adequately sustained without difficulty. It is significant that the narrator's
father does not run away to another woman, but rather to another job
and a better one. He follows the path travelled by many of the men
Landeg White interviewed in Magomero, the path that leads to an El
Dorado: the Rhodesian farms and the South African mines.'*
However, in a narcissistic gesture, the son transfers the sense of victimisation wholly onto himself, almost casting his mother's suffering to
the margins. Essentially, he sees himself as an economic victim, the son
who has been denied his right to the father's wealth. In a way, it is a
quest of a dispossessed son for a legitimation of his identity which will,
presumably, give him the right of access to his father's property. The
son has been socialised to represent the concept of 'mother' as a signification of material deficiency, a presence that is essentially an absence
of wealth. The mother is, in essence, alienated from entering the domain
of meaningful relations of production; she is non-labour in relation to the
new capitalist dispensation which has so radically transformed the notion of labour that woman's labour which had an important role in the
traditional social formation is hereby pushed to the margins of significant social relations of production. The mother's attitude to herself and
to her labour does also reflect a defeatist position. The penetration of
society by money-based values is never questioned; what the mother
represents is a subjectivity, that merely reflects the values of a dominant
ideology. She has come to attribute the unequal access to wealth between men and women to innate differences, thus leaving very Uttle
room for her own intervention in the existing discourse of gender.^ The
mother is thus articulating and reproducing a gender ideology which
firmly places the responsibility of meeting the material needs of the
family on the male members of the household. Her collusion with an
ideology that undermines her freedom is indicative of that ideological
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practice that Louis Althusser, in a broader theoretical context, has
termed the interpellation of the subject by authority, that is, the way in
which social institutions such as the family or school inculcate in us
ideas and beliefs which represent our subject positions as aspects of
timeless structures outside history and social manipulation/
Having been made to see himself as the victim of his father's withdrawal of economic privilege, the son sets out to redress the situation
through economic vengeance. The hero comes to see the father as the
persecutor who must be tracked down and punished. However, in the
course of pursuing the persecutor, the victim himself turns into a persecutor and the persecutor into a victim. In addition to being a persecutor,
the hero is a rescuer. His vengeance against the father is not just for
himself, but also for the deserted mother, for in the masculine frame of
the text only the son can avenge the mother's plight. The object of the
mission thus becomes double edged: it is personal as much as it is
public. At every point in the novel, the hero's role as a defender of
women is emphasised, and the means by which he manages to defend
them are essentially economic. He needs to be financially better than the
men who have victimised women in order to fight back successfully.
The hero pursues his victim to South Africa and once there, he sets
about equipping himself for the denouement, the moment when the
son will confront the father, not from a position of weakness, that of
victim, but rather from a position of strength. It becomes clear that the
site of the contest is going to be the financial difference between the
two characters: "'If he returned home thinking that he was going to a
rich son, he would really be hurt if, on arrival, I told him that on account of what he had done to mother and I - especially mother - we
had to say goodbye'" (p. 414).
The final confrontation between father and son at the airport lays bare
the underlying power relations which constitute both femininity and
masculinity in the novel. One can observe three discourses at work: that
of class, that of gender and that of family. The father who has just been
released from prison represents the precarious nature of the Malawian
proletariat whose wealth is dependent on the continued availability of
work; it is a class whose members have got to keep fighting against
falling back into peasantry, the lowest socio-economic stratum. As
Landeg White shows, it is a constant battle that is more often lost than
won.^ In a perceptive statement, the father unknowingly deflates the
son's attempt to offer polygamy as a solution to the problem of fatherlessness. Placing the question of polygamy in the domain of the political economy, the father innocently remarks that the son has married
two wives because he is rich: '"Yes, you're very rich, son. My own
blood. Yes you deserve more than one wife'" (p. 432). Obviously, the
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poor father cannot imagine a man of his economic class proudly indulging in polygamy. It seems clear that Kalitera's proposition is not
one that everyone can participate in as it is very expensive. It is not
surprising therefore that the hero has had to wait till he became rich
in order to indulge in polygamy. For poor people, as Landeg White
notes, it is not easy to support two wives, let alone to feed and dress
and pay school fees for children, much as they might find the idea of
polygamy attractive.® Even in the rural areas of the country, where one
would expect people to keep the practice as a matter of tradition, it is
increasingly declining, largely due to the fact that the new cash economy cannot allow poor people to be polygamous as they are, even
without the burden of a second or third wife, caught up in what
Landeg White has referred to as 'a poverty trap'.^ What the father's
statement does is to underscore the link between specific discursive
practices and modes of economic production. On the other hand, the
son has joined the new African elite of Blantyre, the new 'white' people
whose economic security allows and grants them the privilege of indulging in cultural nostalgia. The frequent reference in the text to
wealth as an attribute of a white skin is revealing of the transformation
of identity that the new elite has undergone. The hero takes great pride
in talking to the South African whites on equal terms because of the
confidence that money and social status have brought him. However,
what little self-confidence he has acquired is undermined by his insatiable need to compare himself with the South African whites who are
not as well off as he is. The desire to be acknowledged as doing better
than the white Other betrays a form of subjectivity firmly caught up in
the colonial and racial modes of symbolising and valorization.
In terms of the discourse of family, the son becomes the head of the
household on account of his wealth as well as of the fact that the father
has forfeited his status as a result of having failed to live up to the
gender ideal of his social formation. Significantly, in the choice of the
punishment to be administered to the father, the mother is not consulted. She is not allowed to make her own decision as to whether or
not she wants to accept her errant husband back. Clearly, the ascendancy of the son to a position of power within the nuclear family is not
accompanied by an egalitarian ethos. The hero's treatment of the weak,
within the family, undermines the texf s attempt to present him as the
source and agent of moral renewal. Yet, on the other hand, one can
understand the conditions which produce the hero's attitude to power.
If the power relations within the family are part of a wider discourse
of authority which links the distribution of power to the control of
wealth, it is not surprising that the son behaves in the way he does. If
the contrast between the father and the son presents the nuclear family
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as the field of contestation between the manifest patriarchal discourse
and that which discloses the material base of gendered and patriarchal
subjectivity, the binary oppositions between the hero and the men who
impregnate the women the hero marries at the end of the novel take
the same argument further into the broader sphere of public life.
Principally, the two characters. Jack Lupembe and Joe Phanga, are
narrative devices which create the conditions necessary for the major
event in the novel, that is, the hero's marriage to two women. If the
hero is to have an opportunity to assert the social value of polygamy
by intervening on behalf of fatherless children, the narrative needs some
evil men who abandon women and leave children fatherless. Thus, Jack
Lupembe is portrayed as someone who is interested in women so long
as they do not get pregnant, but as soon as they do, he shows them the
door. Writing to the hero, while he is still in South Africa, Mag reveals
Lupembe's cruelty by describing how he has thrown her out of the
house. As in the opposition between the father and the son, Lupembe's
evil nature is depicted as a personality flaw rather than as a product
of the social construction of gender and family relations in a historically
determinate social formation.
The relationship between Jack Lupembe and Mag is essentially underpinned by economic values which ultimately determine the distribution
of power between the two partners. When Jack Lupembe first meets the
hero with Mag at Zomba plateau, he uses the fact that he has a car to
great advantage. Attracted to Mag, he offers the two a lift to Mulunguzi dam and against their will he insists on offering them a lift back
home. They have literally to run away from him, even hide from him.
Even so, George Supuni is very impressed by the Manager's manner of
dress. It would appear that it is not Supuni alone that Lupembe has
made an impression on, but Mag as well. Furthermore, when Mag is
at secondary school in Lilongwe, Supuni's conspicuous consumption is
once again used as a means of enticing her.
It would be wrong to represent Mag simply as a victim of male guile.
Mag is shown throughout the novel as having understood the language
of gender relations used in this particular social formation. She sees
herself as a helpless victim of male cunning and accepts her fate as part
of a natural order of things in relation to Lupembe but behaves differently towards George Supuni. In contrast to her role in her relationship
with Jack Lupembe, in her relationship with George Supuni, Mag is
presented as the more aggressive and daring of the partners. She is
even the one who proposes marriage to the hero, contrary to tradition.
One can surmise, following the paramount role capital is shown to play,
in the text, in privileging one partner over another within matrimonial
and romantic relationships, that perhaps in Mag's ' m a n l / attitude to-
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wards the hero, we have an instance of male attributes being given to
a woman because of the economic advantage she has over the male
partner. Mag comes from a family that is financially better off than the
hero's and as a result she helps the hero by providing him with blankets and pocket money. It is possible that the economic advantage she
has over the hero shapes her attitude to him and gives her a space in
which she can act out the masculine role. On the other hand, confronted with a man who is a class above her such as Jack Lupembe, she
must play the traditional role of a woman. Indeed, it can be argued
that the reason the hero has to wait to marry Mag till he is rich and
Mag is with child by another man is to regain the power over her
which he has lost as a teenage sweetheart. In a sense, when the hero
finally marries Mag, he becomes a Jack Lupembe, imposing his will on
those over whom he wields economic power, on those who have no
other means of social mobility except by identifying themselves with
those who have the means to power.
It may also be argued that the representation of Mag as aggressive
and George Supuni as passive contributes towards the narcissistic representation of the hero's masculine mystique: he, unlike Jack Lupembe,
does not need to work hard at attracting women. The only form of labour the hero is allowed is the redemption of women and their fatherless children from men who have failed to live up to the privileged
gender ideal. Thus both Mag's autonomy in her relationship with
George and her complicity with the dominant discourse of gender in
her relationship with Jack Lupembe are instruments of the ideological
project of the novel which presents polygamy as the incontestable solution to gender difference and social inequality.
Philanthropy as a guise for exploitation becomes an important factor
in the relationship between Sue and Joe Phanga, a relationship which,
like that between Jack Lupembe and Mag, is meant to be taken as a
contrast with the hero's supposedly good treatment of women. Joe
Phanga, like Jack Lupembe, uses economic privilege in his relationship
with women. He is meant to represent the apotheosis of callous cunning. To begin with Joe takes advantage of the fact that he has a car
and Sue does not. He offers her lifts to and from work every morning.
After a week, he takes her out to a drive-in cinema to watch T h e Spy
Who Came in from the Cold', a significant title in the light of the foxy
plan Joe has up his sleeve. He arranges with a friend to turn up while
they are at the cinema and ask Joe to help with his car which is supposed to have broken down a few miles outside Blantyre. When Joe
and Sue reach the place he tells her that his car has run out of petrol
and that petrol stations do not open at night. His friend's car is purportedly also out of petrol. Sue is forced into spending the night with
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Joe. The relationship between Sue and Joe continues until she falls pregnant and he tells her that in fact he is married and his wife is about
to come back from Germany where she is studying medicine. The contrast between Joe and the hero in terms of attitudes to women seems
indisputable when one compares Joe's treatment of Sue with the rescue
operation that George Supuni mounts to save her from committing
suicide.
However, when one takes into account George's abandonment of Sue
as soon as they have arrived in Malawi, the hero's own attitude towards women is not entirely blameless. Having lost interest in Sue on
account of having met up with Mag again, he starts ill-treating her in
order to drive her away without seeming to. He tells us:
'My intention was to gradually annoy her till she begun to lose her temper.
After that she would realise that trying to stick would only mean more and
more pain. At that point, if there happened to be someone else chasing her,
which 1 knew there would be, because of her sausage like body, she would go
to him.' (p. 318)

Later he deserts her by moving house while she is away. Considering
that he has brought her all the way from South Africa and that she has
no relations in Malawi, he cannot be seen as different from Joe. The fact
that he rescues her from a suicide attempt and that he later marries her
for the sake of the child she is carrying does not minimise his irresponsible behaviour. In a sense, one suspects that he is the one who is to
blame for Sue's falling into Joe's hands as it is he, the hero, who puts
Sue in a desperate position by abandoning her without any qualms.
Here we are confronted with a significant area of blindness in the text,
the production of an ideological excess that the narrative cannot account
for without foregrounding its moral contradictions. The narrative need
to have Sue in a position where she is pregnant and therefore in need
of rescue by the hero, overrides the attempt to present the hero as the
most upright of all the male characters in the novel.
The narrative fissure noted above is symptomatic of a wrong reading
by the hero of his subject position in his social formation; he has been
rather quick to cast a stone at other men without examining his own
gender subjectivity. The hero's radical views on the welfare of children
do not extend to the children's mothers. The most telling evidence of
the attitude can be read from the way he images women. By describing
Sue as possessing a 'sausage like b o d / , the hero reveals the extent to
which, despite the texfs attempt to construct him as someone who
counter-identifies with the dominant masculine discourse, his identity is
typical of a male who has been thoroughly socialised in the language
of his gender. Furthermore, when George Supuni is in South Africa he
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uncritically approves of and appropriates the language of Afrikaner
patriarchy without stopping even for a minute to reflect on its relationship with his n\oral and social vision. The reason he does not protest
is because his attitude is not different from that of Pet Stoffel. The sexist conversation between Supuni and his boss Stoffel aptly demonstrates
that, despite the racial barrier and cultural difference between the two
characters, their attitudes to women are very similar:
'You are going to have a lot of fun. That girl is an Angel.' It was a whiteman
speaking highly of a black girl. 'Love is one hundred percent sausage. At the
club each of us has admitted it before our wives that if it hadn't been for the
Immorality Act, we would be tearing each other over that girl.'

The hero's conformity with the discourse of male territoriality apart, his
participation in a discursive practice that reduces women to a culinary
métonymie representation does suggest that though he has set himself
up as a defender of women, he is still caught up in the very rhetorical
representations that legitimize the situation from which he wishes to
protect them.
The degree to which the hero's mission is compromised by taking on
board the dominant mode of rhetorical representations of gender is best
illustrated by his speech in which he criticises the whiteman for having
replaced polygamy with a marriage practice which does not protect the
child adequately. He further argues that monogamy ignores the idea
that 'boys will be boys'. Finally, he attributes the prevalence of polygamy to the social pressure put on men who do not wish to participate in the practice. Thus the ease with which our radical hero appropriates terms from what is essentially a masculine form of discourse is
grounded in his support of a gender ideology which takes gender difference as God-given.
His argument that monogamy is unnatural provides the best example
of how a humanistic ideological position, with its insistence on the notion of an essential human nature, can be used to underwrite and legitimize oppressive social relations. It is equally significant that the
moment the hero contradicts his humanist stance, by acknowledging the
role of history, he offers a version of pre-colonial history which supports the form of matrimonial practice that he has already privileged.
The hero also appeals to cultural nationalism: 'before the whiteman
came our people married more than one wife.' By appealing to
nationalistic sentiments, he collapses gender difference into a collective
identity within which gender difference is strategically obliterated in the
service of male hegemony. On the whole, the contradictions in the
project of the novel reveal the manner in which the text elides
discourses which threaten its privileged ideological stance. However, the
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most significant ideological elision in the novel is the transfer of the
problem of fatherlessness from the domain of the political economy of
gender to that of patriarchal philanthropy.
In concluding the paper, I wish to make some general observations
on the problems raised by the text. First the contradictions which I have
located in the text show us that a project that is radical in one respect
might be found to be conservative in others. We have seen how the
relentless attempt to protect the child is achieved at the expense of the
mother. Secondly, we have seen how both women and men as subjects
constituted by specific gender ideologies co-operate in the oppression
of women, which goes to show the complexity of gendered subjectivity,
and the inadequacy of some of the Feminist positions which, by transferring questions of gender ideology from culture to biology, have
ended up producing a simple and false antagonism between male and
female identity, which has, sometimes, alienated those men who have
wanted to make a contribution towards the emancipation of women.'"
Male dominance is not a matter of biology, but rather of culture. That
is why there is hope.

NOTES
1. The following are among the major publications by Aubrey Kalitera: A Taste of
Business (Nairobi: Heinemann East Africa, 1976); Why Father Why (Blantyre: Pen
Power Books, 1982); Mother Why Mother (Blantyre: Pen Power Books, 1983); Why
Son Why (Blantyre: Pen Power Books, 1983); Fate (Blantyre: Pen Power Books,
1984); To Felix With Love (Short Stories) (Blantyre: Pen Power Books, 1984); She
Died in My Bed (Short Stories) (Blantyre: Pen Power Books, 1984).
2. Antonio Gramsci cited by Janet Batsleer and others. Rewriting English: Cultural
Politics of Gender and Class (London and New York: Methuen, 1985), p. 79.
3. Pierre Bourdieu makes a distinction between that part of the bourgeoisie that is
concerned with the domain of material production and the section which produces cultural capital. See his essay, 'Symbolic Power' in D. Gleeson (ed.).
Identity and Structure: Issues in the Sociology of Education (London: Nafferton Books,
1977), p. 15.
4. Malawi has historically supplied labour to the mines and farms of Zimbabwe,
Zambia and South Africa. See Landeg White, Magomero: A Portrait of An African
Village (Cambridge: University Press, 1987).
5. This is a good example of identification with dominant ideology.
6. The notion of 'subjectivity' I employ in this paper is based on the work of Louis
Althusser, particularly his essay, Ideology and Ideological Apparatuses' in Lenin
and Other Essays (London: New Left Books, 1971).
7. Landeg White, op. cit., pp. 220-251.
8. Ibid.
9. Ibid., p. 232.
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10. I have in mind the kind of Feminist position exemplified by certain tendencies
within the Feminist position identified by Iris Young as gynocentric. To a certain
extent, Julia Kristeva's notion of the chora or female linguistic principle falls within this kind of essentialist representation of gender difference. For a critique of
the approach, see Ania Loomba, Gender, Race, Renaissance Drama (Manchester and
New York: Manchester University Press, 1989), pp. 23-25. I must acknowledge
how much the paper benefited from the reception it received from the participants at the '1989 Research in Progress Conference' organised by the Centre of
Southern African Studies, University of York, United Kingdom. Thanks to Angela
Smith, John Drakakis, John MacCracken, Catriona Tocher, Mary Stevens and
Evelyn Nkalubo for their invaluable comments on the earlier drafts of the paper
and to Robin Law in whose home this version was written.
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EMMANUEL NGARA

The Portrayal of Women
in African Literature
Before I go into the subject matter of my paper let me explain that my
observations on the portrayal of women in African literature should be
seen in relation to three basic assumptions. First, works of art issue
from historical conditions and are reflections of particular social conditions and relationships. By this I mean that the views of women expressed by male African writers do to some extent correspond to the
actual position of women in African society. My second assumption is
that there is no literature which is above class interests, by which I
mean that the works of a writer reflect the class interests of the author
and are likely to reveal the views and preoccupations of his or her
class. My third and final assumption is that the writer's level of
consciousness and ideological orientation will influence his or her views
about class and human relationships. In other words a writer who is
highly conscientized and ideologized will perceive the problems of
women in society much more acutely than one who is not. The point
I am driving at is, first, that the literature discussed in this paper is a
literature written by male members of the African intelligentsia who
therefore portray male and female relationships in African society from
the point of view of male members of that class; and secondly, that
each writer's view of women is nevertheless influenced by his level of
political consciousness at the time of writing, meaning that we cannot
expect to find a completely uniform view of women in all the literature
written by male members of the African intellectual elite. Furthermore,
many writers have developed in political consciousness, and consequently the views of women expressed in their works have changed over the
years.
In support of my assertion that African literature tends to reflect the
interests of male members of the African intelligentsia, I wish to draw
the attention to the fact that in most novels of the early period, i.e.
novels written before, say, 1970, the hero is almost inevitably a male
member of the African intelligentsia - Camara in The African Child,
Waiyaki in The River Between, Obi in No Longer at Ease, Odili in A Man
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of the People and so on. In all these and other novels of the time women
play a secondary role in the affairs of society and the principal female
characters are portrayed as adjuncts to the main male characters. In
typical fashion the hero sees himself as incomplete unless he possesses
a girlfriend or wife. Thus female characters are not introduced as individuals in their own right, but are part of the array of devices used to
portray and develop the male hero. Even in a novel like Ngugi's The
River Between where a young girl, Muthoni, rises above the prejudices
and narrow-mindedness of her divided society and seeks to reconcile
traditional Gikuyu values and Christian beliefs, such a character is
partly introduced in order to foreshadow what will happen to the hero
of the story, Waiyaki, who later preaches reconciliation between the two
antagonistic forces.
In some of the novels of the period the African elite is not an important factor. This is true of such works as Things Fall Apart and Arrow
of God which deal with events that took place before the African intelligentsia came into existence as a class. But the role of women in these
books is clearly a subordinate one. They do not participate in important
matters of state and decisions about their own children are made by the
elders - who are all men - without reference to them. A case in point
is the fate of Ikemefuna in Things Fall Apart which is decided by the
elders without reference to Okonkwo's wife. Here Achebe is merely
reflecting the position of women in traditional Igbo society.
The male African writer's perception of the relationship between men
and women is expressed in a particularly striking manner in Wole
Soyinka's Season of Anomy. The principal characters are, as to be expected, men, and the hero, Ofeyi, has a girlfriend called Iriyise who is captured by the forces of reaction and whom Ofeyi and his group of revolutionary men must search for and liberate. But the significant thing
about Iriyise is that she is not just a woman; she is not simply Ofeyi's
girlfriend. She is in fact a symbolic character, a personification of
Ofeyi's idea. The quest for Iriyise goes beyond the quest for a beloved
one. It is a quest for an idea. It symbolises, among other things, Ofeyi's
final decision to embrace the turbulence of violence as opposed to the
artificial peace of passivity. This comes out clearly in the manner in
which Ofeyi relates and reacts to both Iriyise and another beautiful
woman, Taiila. Taiila combines two principles of peace - her oriental
background which can be associated with serenity and contemplation,
and her admiration for the contemplative and peaceful life of Christian
nuns. Iriyise, who is a vivacious woman, lacks Taiila's serenity, and the
search for her is a turbulent one requiring the searcher to take the most
dangerous of risks. Ofeyi at one point finds himself caught between
these two apparently contradictory principles having to make a choice
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between Iriyise and Taiila. What Wole Soyinka is doing in actual fact,
is to objectify the contradictions in the personahty of his male hero by
presenting them to us as two women with widely differing interests
and personalities. Taiila symbolises Ofeyi's natural inclination to
non-violence, while Iriyise represents his eventual acceptance of the
necessity to use force in the fight against oppression. Thus these two
women have no independent existence of their own; they are portrayed
as part of the development of a man's character and consciousness.
When Ofeyi himself is asked why he has taken such a risk in searching
for a captured girlfriend, his response is: T m sure every man feels the
need to seize for himself the enormity of what is happening, of the
time in which it is happening. Perhaps deep down I realise that the
search would immerse me in the meaning of the event, lead me to a
new understanding of history.'^ For Ofeyi, therefore, the search is significant not as an indication of the love that exists between him and
Iriyise, but because it leads to a greater understanding of the dynamics
of history.
In its portrayal of women. Season of Anomy is somewhat out of step
with some of the novels written in the 1970s, for there are certain positive developments in this period. In Ayi Kwei Armah's Two Thousand
Seasons we are given a very positive image of African women. There
are several female characters who are depicted as playing an important
role in the struggle of the African people to achieve true independence
and cultural integrity - chief among these is the prophetess Anoa who
is the first to advise the wayward people to return to 'the way' or
authentic African values. In parts of the book women are depicted as
much more sensible, industrious and patriotic than African men who
are portrayed as violent, indolent and greedy. The impression is given
that in certain periods of African history women were much more perceptive about the dangers that might beset the African community and
the antics of exploitative and voluptuous races than their male counterparts. Thus in times of drought and hunger they worked hard to sustain life while their men spent their time drinking a drink called ahey,
and when the Arabs came with their uncontrolled sexual appetite black
women put up a brave fight and even succeeded in killing some of the
enemy leaders. The following quotation is an indication of the contrast
that Armah draws between the indolence of men and the industry and
usefulness of women in times of crisis:
It has come down that the men - oirsed the tyranny of belly and tongue - were
most concerned to have water enough to mix their ahey in, and then they sat
through moistureless afternoons season after season consuming stored supplies,
staring up at the clear white skies, muttering mutual incoherences about the
beauty of such skies - how often the unconnected eye finds beauty in death -
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while the women looked at the same whiteness, saw famine where the men saw
beauty, and grew frightened for our people.^

The next writer I wish to examine is David Maillu who, because of
his lighthearted style and 'vulgar' language, has received less attention
from critics than he deserves. One of his works. After 430, can in fact
be described as a book on Women's Liberation. The protagonist of the
novel, the typist, is a conscientized proletarian woman who is bitterly
critical of male ideology on the question of the place of women in society. Among other things she refuses to accept that the term 'prostitute'
should be applied to women alone because, as she says.
If women were the prostitutes
I'd like someone to tell me
with whom they prostitute
with women?
So you see, men prostitutes
don't consider themselves prostitutes.^

To men, women are mere objects to be acted upon; things who owe a
debt and allegiance to men by virtue of their sex. A woman, says Lili's
boss, is 'a cob of maize for anyone with teeth'^ or, to put it in more
elaborate and blunt terms, 'By virtue of being a women you're in a
natural debt of some kind to pay tribute to me because I'm a man.'^
Maillu is satirizing the ideology of men in this male-dominated society where women find themsel^ies oppressed and exploited at work,
at home, everywhere. At places of work male executives make use of
their positions as bosses to demand sex from their secretaries. Unless
she submits to her boss's sexual desires, a typist has no hope of promotion. At home wives are at the beck and call of their husbands.
Those women who marry wealthy men pay for the luxury of their
homes with misery and tears. The men expect their wives to treat them
like gods, and when a wife annoys a husband he threatens to throw
her out and replace her with a 'fresh' one.
The typist in Maillu's After 430 has affinities with two of Ngugi's
major characters, and I now want to turn our attention to Ngugi's treatment of women in two of his more recent novels. Petals of Blood and
Devil on the Cross. Petals of Blood is Ngugi's first socialist novel, and
one feature that distinguishes the work from most other African novels
is the author's approach to characterisation. Ngugi has committed class
suicide here and does not use a member of his own class as his hero
and mouthpiece. Instead we have four major characters representing
different sections of Kenyan society: Karega is a trade unionist and a
member of the proletariat; Munira is a school teacher who has been
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converted to some form of religious idealism; Abdulla was a petty
trader whom the advance of capitalism has reduced to the level of the
lumpenproletariat;^ and Wanja is a prostitute. Our focus is on the
female character, Wanja.
Like Maillu, Ngugi adopts a different view of prostitution from that
commonly accepted by society which condemns prostitutes as a race of
sinful and infectious females infested with vermin. As a perceptive
writer Ngugi questions this simplistic attitude which is hammered into
our heads by dogmatic preachers passing judgment on human beings
from the pulpit. Ngugi wants us to rise above a superficial understanding of the problem and examine the causes of prostitution. He also
wants prostitutes to realise that they also have a role to play in combatting the causes of their degeneracy. Through Wanja we are made to
realise that capitalism is responsible not only for the poverty and
misery of the likes of Abdulla, but also for the rise of prostitution.
Wanja is what she is as a result of the social and economic conditions
of her society. She is completely alienated from herself, not only by
selling her labour, but by selling her body as a commodity. For her life
in Kenya has been reduced to the survival of the fittest. Either you
exploit or you are exploited. As Wanja puts it, T o u eat or you are
eaten.' She therefore decides to exploit her male exploiters by setting up
a whorehouse where she and the girls she employs offer sex in exchange for money. It is important to realise that Wanja is on one level
a symbolic character standing for the nation of Kenya. What Ngugi is
saying is that Kenya is a prostitute like Wanja for she invites capitalist
forces and allows herself to be exploited in the same way, and that as
long as she carries on like that she cannot hope to be productive. It is
therefore necessary for Kenya to disengage from exploitative and other
unproductive forces and align herself with progressive forces. Hence by
the time we close the book we know that Wanja's level of consciousness has risen above the 'you eat or you are eaten' philosophy because
she ultimately turns against her exploiters, Chui, IGmeria and Mzigo,
who are members of the exploitative national bourgeoisie. She also has
to make a choice between Munirà, the confused idealist, and Karega
who champions the socialist world outlook. By throwing in her lot with
the latter she aligns herself with the forces of progress.
In Devil on the Cross Ngugi's consciousness in matters relating to the
condition of women has developed to a higher level. As in Petals of
Blood we have not one but several main characters, but the protagonist
is a woman, Jacinta Wariinga. The novel is about capitalist exploitation
and its effects on the African masses in general and on women in particular. Here Ngugi portrays capitalism as a form of theft, meaning that
developing countries are deprived of their resources and the labour of
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their citizens is exploited to the advantage of international capitalism
which uses the national bourgeoisie to further its aims. In Kenya, the
book suggests, capitalism begets corruption which takes the form of the
exploitation of women by rich men - the same theme explored by
Maillu in After 4.30. Thus the protagonist, Jacinta, is a pretty young
woman whose school career is brought to an end by a voluptuous
'sugar daddy in the person of the Rich Old Man of Ngorika who
makes her pregnant. After her expulsion from school she works as a
typist and soon realises that bosses expect their secretaries not only to
type for them, but also to give them sexual pleasure as and when they
so desire. She soon learns that The Modem Love Bar and Lodging has
become the main employment bureau for girls, and women's thighs are
the tables on which contracts are signed'.^ The novel suggests that in
such a situation it is necessary for the exploited women to rebel against
their oppressors by becoming ideologized and turn into revolutionary
workers who are capable of fighting the capitalists and rejecting their
dehumanized selves. Jacinta Wariinga realises all this and so from
Chapter 10 onwards we are presented with a completely transformed
woman who has developed beyond the protestations of Maillu's typist.
She has rejected the image which the male-dominated society has of
women in several ways: She wears jeans and a khaki shirt just like
men; she has been trained as a mechanical engineer and refused to accept a position where she is reduced to a downtrodden subordinate
working for a corrupt male chauvinist; she can now dismantle and reassemble internal combustion engines. In short, Jacinta has been transformed into a socialist woman, a woman who is not alienated from
herself, who is neither a decorative flower and juicy apple for sensuous
men nor a passive object of history, but a fully developed person in
whom the intellect, physical beauty and the capacity for manual work
are richly and beautifully co-ordinated. It is a pity, in my view, that
Ngugi destroys his perfect creature by introducing in her an element of
violent militarism which is not likely to win the sympathy of people,
for in a bid to prove her equality with or superiority to her former
oppressors, she shoots and kills the Rich Old Man of Ngorka. This, to
me, is not the best solution to the problem of the exploitation of
women by men.
In conclusion let me say that what my paper has shown is that while
women have so far played a subordinate and largely negative role in
the works of male African writers, there is an indication that the situation is changing. As more writers become more conscious of the condition of women in society, female characters will assume a more assertive stance and play a more positive role in African literature. But one
must emphasize that this development will be influenced in no small
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measure by the changing status of women in society, which is something that is to a large extent determined by the determination and
effort of women themselves because in the final analysis any oppressed
group is its own principal liberator.

NOTES
1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
6.
7.
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ELLEKE BOEHMER

Kaya
Her kaya is always dark and damp and cool, even in the summertime.
It is during the summer holidays especially, when I have nothing to do,
that I go and sit there, cross-legged on the coarse carpet that used to
be in our playroom, with the clammy cold of the stone floor coming
through, while she eats her lunch. The window is small and high up
and outside the hydrangea bushes have grown over it, so it's shadowy
inside. I can only vaguely make her out, sitting there on the bed, her
dark arm moving regularly to and fro against the white bib-apron. But
I like to watch the way she purses her fingers when she plucks at the
mielie meal. At table I am not allowed to do that - eat with my fingers.
I also like the smell here of burnt mielie meal, camphor cream and
paraffin. It is the smell of Eileen in the morning when she comes in,
warm from the sunny kitchen, to open my curtains and give me tea.
We don't talk much in the house when I'm here and Eileen is eating.
She must hurry because she has to be back then at two o'clock every
day. She is often in such a hurry that she slurps at her tea and then it
slops over her lips and chin. Mother, I know, wouldn't approve of that.
Sometimes I finish her tea for her as she straightens her uniform and
washes her hands. Her tea is tastier than the tea she gives us in the
mornings, and again at four o'clock, with biscuits. It's dark and very
strong, but sweet, and there's a lot of it. Her mug is one of those big
tin ones.
Of course, I also have to hurry because Mother doesn't know I'm here
and wouldn't like it if she did. The first time I came she saw me walk
back into the house with Eileen and that night Dad said he didn't want
me here again because I would make Eileen late for her afternoon
duties. So now I leave the back way, along by the hydrangea bushes,
which is the path Eileen takes when she goes out to crotchet with
Gladys on the grass verge at the gate on Thursday afternoon.
It is at lunchtime on Thursdays that I especially enjoy being with
Eileen, watching her as she gets ready to go out. She stands at her
washbasin in her bra and slip and soaps her arms up to the elbow and
her legs up to the knee with strong, firm strokes, like the way she used
to wash me when I was younger. Then she shines up her legs with
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vaseline. The first time I watched her she made me look closely at the
border of her sUp, which has a thick band of lace decorated with tiny
pink satin bows. She was really proud of it. Every Thursday she also
washes her hair using Lifebuoy soap. When I asked her if she didn't
mind the hardness of it, she said her kind of hair didn't need the same
gentle care as ours. After washing, she puts on her terylene black skirt,
which she saved up for, or the silky one Mother gave her last Christmas, and the shirt she also always wears to church, the brown one with.
the big orange flowers, easing into the clothes so carefully, as though
they might split at the seams if she was too rough.
Eileen and Mother are different. Mother is very careless with her stuff
though she tells me to keep my room tidy. And sitting at her big
mirror with the bright make-up Ughts Dad fitted onto either side, she
spends ages fiddling with her face, trying one colour, rubbing it out,
doing it over again, or smoothing out her wrinkles, as she says. Eileen
doesn't have a mirror at all. Of course. Mother looks very pretty when
she's done. She has many beautiful clothes and is skinny. Eileen is
shorter and round. She's not really fat but, compared to Mother, her
arms and legs are big and she has big tits.
I'd only ever seen Mother's when she was in the bath, and Aunt
Sarah's, who I barged in on once by mistake, and my sister Susan's,
who's growing up now but always hides herself. Theirs are all white
and pink and flattened, like small cornflower puddings. Eileen, when
she stood there in her bra and slip, had such huge ones I wanted to
see them close up. One day I asked but she was very shy, saying 1
shouldn't be naughty and that she'd tell on me. The next time I offered
her ten cents for a quick look but she said nothing, only turned away.
When I tugged at her she pushed me, and muttered under her breath
and looked strict when I laughed. But every day I nagged and nagged
so that in the end, one day before putting on her Thursday clothes, she
stuck her hand in and pulled one out. It looked full like a cow's udder,
and smooth like a cheek, and dark brown, though I thought it would
be blacker. But the nipples were dark, dark black. I was standing close
to see better and reached up to touch because it was so black-black, a
bit like a crunched-up dung-beetle, but not like anything I'd seen before. As I touched she seemed to shiver, though she didn't move back.
And then I looked up at her face, which was turned right over to the
side. Her eyes, staring open, and her mouth, puckered tight with something more than anger, made me move away again, quickly.
She wouldn't look at me after that. But I didn't want to catch her eye
either. For days, when she brought in the food at supper time, she kept
her head well down, her chin almost on her chest, till Dad asked whv
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she was so sullen, was she sick? Though he was stern, she didn't reply.
I was glad for that.
After a while I started going back at lunchtimes. She still lets me
drink her tea and watch her wash. But the first time, when she took off
her uniform and scrubbed, she kept her back firmly turned. And,
though it was weeks later, when one day she bought a new slip, she
wouldn't let me come up close to examine the lace.
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Jayanta Mahapatra. Photo: Jan Kemp
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Poet to Poet
New Zealand poet Jan Kemp, who teaches EngHsh language at the
National University of Singapore, talks with Indian poet Jayanta
Mahapatra, an invited participant in Singapore Arts Festival Writer's
Week, June 1988.
The first son of an Oriya fanuly of three children, Jayanta Mahapatra
was brought up a Christian by a lower middle-class father who married
upwards a traditional but erratic woman who kept the upper-hand. In
childhood Mahapatra had a romantic temperament and ran away from
the rural environment of his home at fourteen and sixteen to sleep on
the streets of Bombay. His mother's domineering personality and
missionary zeal made him long to escape her.
The family lived on the banks of the River Kathjodi in the province
of Orissa. Ten yards away from the Mahapatra house was a temple.
Jayanta's first memory of his father was his picking up the five or six
year old boy during an earthquake and running with him into the shelter of the temple. His father's gentleness remains close to Mahapatra's
own religion, which he says is not to hurt others.
In school, he was the youngest in class, clever and a precocious
reader. He spent much of his spare time reading the romantic British
novelists, and developed a passion for language. English was well
taught at his school. The Stewart European School. Bom in 1928,
Mahapatra was nineteen when India gained her Independence in 1947;
all his school years were under the British colonial school administration.
Graduating with an M.Sc. in Physics, at twenty-two he married a
woman student from the same course and took up a university post as
a lecturer in Physics. He later became a professor and taught for many
years. He and his wife Runu have one son. From his students days
Mahapatra was a writer, but then it was fiction, not poetry he wrote.
He sent his stories away to be published but invariably they came back
with rejection slips. It was during the years 1964/65 when he'd given
up writing stories and had taken up photography that he wrote his first
poem. Immediately there was a positive response from editors and publishers. He has since won many prestigious awards for his work including the coveted Jacob Glastein Memorial Award of Chicago's POETRY
magazine in 1975.
Do you find it easy to write poems?
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Despite the success I've had with my poems, every new poem is still
painful to %\Tite. I mean the real poems, the o n ^ that come from living.
The real, felt poetry. Each new poem is a struggle for me - will it come
out right? And then, when it does, there's always the question, will 1
wTite another?
Do you know why you write?
If s a need. I need to say what I know and feel. And that is all I can
ever truthfully say.
That ties in with the Tneaning of your name, doesn't it?
Yes, I suppose it does. As I mentioned to you earlier, in Sanskrit, jaya
means conquering, anta means always.
So perhaps your continuous conquests are over words, in the struggle to have
them say what Jayanta Mahapatra knows and feels is true?
You could say that.
Do you experimejit much, in your writing?
My first book. Close the Sky 10 x 10, was mainly verbal experiments,
not complete poems. I think perhaps the feeling in them got lost under
the mire of words. But still, some of the experimentation was useful, in
developing a facility with words, a sense of craftsmanship.
How many books of poems have you published?
Ten books, the first in 1971 and then the latest single volume Burden
of Waves and Fruit in 1986. And then there's the Selected Poems, published last year.
That would include poems from all your other volumes?
Yes.
What are you working on now?
I've just finished a new book Temple - ifs a long poem on the theme
of the Indian woman.

46

Who do you read?
These days, I'm not choosy who I read, virtually anything I can get
my hands on. Though I do mostly read fiction, I love the South American and Spanish poets, Neruda, Lorca. And the South American novelists, Marquez, Carlos Fuentes. Their sadness and grief appeals to me,
probably because their poetry and their novels spring from similar surroundings to my own.
Can poetry help India? Does it help the world?
I don't think poetry actually helps much. The Indian people spring
back to normalcy after calamities and life goes on, poetry or no poetry.
Floods are often a constant feature of life near Orissa. I have often
taken part in flood relief work, bringing supplies to people who have
nothing. And then after three months or so, they right themselves again
and carry on. There's a resilience in the Indian people. Maybe if s faith.
But, I don't have that faith. I'd like to belong to them, yet I don't. I
want to believe, yet I can't. The people around me are Hindus; their
Hinduism is a way of life. It amazes me how people can believe as
much. It enables them to spring back to normalcy after calamity.
Though I do know there is a part of me that is enduring.
The part that is the poet?
Maybe.
Do you have any faith in the words then? In poetry itself? For its own sake?
I can't answer that. Ifs very difficult to. I feel I have to write. Writing
appeases me. It builds up within me, like an ache, an urge till I have
to write, then I'm appeased. But is that enough? I've often recently
thought I should give up writing and do some social work. Mother
Theresa urges us all to do this, to help. But I'm not able to do so
much. I wouldn't be able to sacrifice that much of myself. I'm a coward
in that way.
Perhaps poetry does help in another way. Could you see it as a spiritual nourishment that is needed as much as physical nourishment? Perhaps it filters
through and gives some of that faith you mentioned, though through a different
medium than religion. You've heard of Mother Theresa talking of the spiritual
impoverishment in the west?
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Yes, I have. So perhaps poetry does help. What happens to me, happens to other people. In that way, through a poem we share. Basically
I'm alone, a loner, and yet I crave for company. But all poets are alone.
Especially when a poem remains still a blank face, when it hasn't yet
been brought through to some satisfying conclusion.
Do you have a favourite poem, something you're most pleased with, glad you
wrote, proud of even years after?
Yes, the poem Hunger and the poem for my grandfather (Grandfather).
The/re okay. Others I don't feel so happy about. There's another one,
about death and drought and famine. Death at Khalahand. I visited that
place.
As you visited Bhopal after the gas disaster with other poets who were then
visiting India?
Yes. To see if there was anything we could do. To give support.
Wiat did physics do for you?
Physics taught me a discipline, to observe things, to observe nature;
and to know exactly what there is. If you look at a table, you discover
there is a certain vibration of molecules that are set up to make that
thing a table. Physics teaches you to know w h a f s happening around
you. It helps you to see the bond between man and nature. It shows
how infinitesimal one is in the world, in this world of universes. How
insignificant one is. So, what about poetry in that case? It doesn't do
anything.
Well, it could become an excuse for doing nothing!
Yes, and part of me rebels against that.
Isn't it also a law of physics that an obverse case will also be true; that each
cell is itself a world, and that we hold universes within ourselves and so the
poem too is a complete world, created by us?
Perhaps you're right. And w h a f s most important in creating that world
of the poem is its feeling. This is very important for me. To be honest
to the feeling you have when writing a poem. This is the pain of writing, because you're so involved with yourself and your own being.
Thaf s why meeting other writers, sharing thoughts and exf>eriences at
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festivals is so good. It gives you courage. To continue to write. To
continue to face that blank page.
And what about music? Do you listen to music?
Yes, both classical Indian and classical Western music. If I want something meditative I'll listen to the sitar or to an Indian vocal recital.
Music can entice; it can pick you up to another level of being. You
know Tschaikowsk/s Pathétique, No. 8, how dragging it is, how sad? It
can release your sadness to listen to it, or if I'm depressed, I might
listen to Mozart. Mozart lifts you up.
What are you writing about now?
I'm writing about death. Not in the way I used to, the way of death
being an ending, death giving moment to life, not in that sad, closing
way. I want now to write about death in another way.
Death as another level of being?
Yes, death as a transformation, as another kind of life.
Death as in the traditional Hindu way of seeing it?
Maybe. That way, seen through poetry, maybe. Yes, through the eyes
of poetry.

Jayanta Mahapatra's Selected Poems (1987) is published by Oxford
University Press, YMCA Library Building, Jai Singh Road, New Delhi
110001, India (Rs35).
Jayanta Mahapatra's most recent volume. Temple, published by Dangaroo
Press, is reviewed in this issue.
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Jan Kemp
APPEASEMENT

for Jay anta Mahapatra
To read you is to walk India.
Cows wander in and out of your poems
cripples and beggars lurch along
to sleep, die and be re-bom
between steps, between words.
You say you're too much a coward
can't give up enough of self
to do more, must first write
to appease. Lacking faith, you
record the illiterate faithful
whose trance-swallowed tongues
speak only to Lord Shiva.
Their shuffling feet kick up
your muttered mantras
to dance, dustmotes in light.
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IN MENTON AFTER EACLALS AT NICE
for Andy

Gurr

I'll not forget lunch in the street café
from where we could see Italy, the border building
a bilious yellow set against the French hill that became
Italy at the building and beyond, all round as far as Trieste,
round the coast, past the ecstatic, glinting Mediterranean
where hills hurtle down into headlands the way they do
in Wellington or Hong Kong, precipitate, stuck with fantastic
vegetation like the spiky aloes of home, Mansfield writes about,
that flower once in a hundred years.
You were there and Anna with her flapping coloured trousers,
as a bunch of you walked towards me on the sunny pavement,
before we reached the café, walking into my photography and my mind
where I hold you still and where Jürgen too stays and smiles,
in the one in which his German face, all offset like a Picasso,
talks of the African children's stories he writes about, or the one
where Dieter is forever stopped as he runs to the seawall,
changing lenses, to get a telephoto shot of the Immigration
building and Italy beyond, the Florence and Venice of dreams.
Firenze, my father's book, on a rainy childhood Saturday indoors,
its sepia photographs curiously alluring, each with a thin
onionskin protection against mildew and fingerprints. I gazed
uncomprehendingly at page after page of cornices and cupolas,
arches and facades, astonished that buildings could be made so,
not of wood or brick with corrugated iron roofs; but how could a
book be just a book of buildings? Where was the story, the people?
Later, after you'd all gone and we'd visited the hill villages,
St Agnes and Gorbio, where I could live my life away, longing
for Italy, the Haleys and I made an afternoon trip to Ventimiglia,
to the market, to a café, to the river, the cathedral and the sea.
It was all much grubbier, poorer and differently alive.
The polizia wore black not blue, the vegetables were cheaper,
it bustled more. The others went for wine and seeing an old woman
outside an Italian Oxfam shop, perched on the concrete sill in an
oblong of sun, I tried out my best politeness, Tosso...', she
scuttled from the sill, gripping her headscarf, cursing in
long strings of words that wouldn't stop; my self-abasing
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'My scusi molto's fell on her unhearing ears. Not that
Italy had gone. Later a little girl and her pasta-fed Mamma
came to sit on my bench and pose. 'Grazie, milk grazie/ I said.
If s good to be on top of the world. Now, time has flung us all
far back across the oceans and we burrow into our wordy cells,
Russell and Jean writing from England, packing to go home,
Anna in Aarhus, Jürgen and Dieter in Deutschland and you
in Reading, reading. And to get again to where we were,
from here in Singapore, I have to think with all my might
of the air that hung so high above us in such sunlight, that
clearly we were part of things, the landscape and the shape of the
bay leading round the promenade; that we were friends who knew of
friends who'd lived there and so belonged, and like them ate the
plat du jour at lunch, drinking and laughing, as now and then we
paused to gaze across to what might lie beyond the hill to Italy.
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SUE THOMAS

Writing the Self: Barbara
Hanrahan's The Scent of Eucalyptus
Currently there is a good deal of critical interest in Australian autobiography.^ To my mind, though, much of it does not engage sufficiently with theoretical and methodological issues associated with the genre.
One web of issues which interests me in particular is how memories are
produced, shaped into pattern, and placed in narrative. Writers of autobiography, I would argue, situate their subjectivity in varying literary
and culturally specific discourses of self. Autobiographical narratives
need to be read intertextually with these discourses of self. I use the
term 'subjectivity^ in a poststructuralist sense:
'Subjectivity is used to refer to the conscious and unconscious thoughts and
emotions of the individual, her sense of herself and her relation to the world.
Humanist discourses presuppose an essence at the heart of the individual which
is unique, fixed and coherent and which makes her what she is.... Against this
irreducible humanist essence of subjectivity, poststructuralism proposes a subjectivity which is precarious, contradictory and in process, constantly being reconstituted in discourse each time we think or speak.^

I want to demonstrate my propositions about autobiography by discussing Barbara Hanrahan's The Scent of Eucalyptus (1973). In this autobiography Hanrahan reconstitutes her subjectivity at the moment of the
texf s writing in a number of discourses: ritualised incantations of grief;
the narrative conventions of the Kiinstlerroman, or novel of the artist;
and the narrative conventions of literary pastoral. The conventions of
the Kiinstlerroman are informed by popularised Romantic discourses of
artistic subjectivity. Looking back over her childhood Hanrahan sees
herself troubled by the subject position offered her by popular cultural
discourses of kewpie doll, suburban femininity. It is a subject position
challenged in the discourse of 1960s feminism.
The Scent of Eucalyptus is marketed by its current publisher, Chatto &
Windus, as an autobiographical novel. Hanrahan makes no effort to veil
its autobiographical elements. It is told by a first person narrator whose
family name is Hanrahan. The novel is dedicated to a real-life Iris Pearl
Goodridge, who emerges in the text as the narrator's maternal grand53

mother. The text exhibits the prime referential feature of autobiography:
'the identity explicitly posited between the central character and the
narrator in the text on the one hand and the author of the text on the
other.'^ In inter\aews Hanrahan has affirmed that The Scent of Eucalyptus
is autobiographical, remarking on one occasion that she would sometimes like it to be the first stage in a minute examination of her life
like Dorothy Richardson did hers'.^
The Scent of Eucalyptus is based in part on diaries kept by Hanrahan
between 1968 and 1971 while she was living in London. It is interesting
that the text grew from diary entries because as Linda Anderson remarks: The diary's formlessness, its lack of continuity, its random
breaks and its joining up of different moments and areas of experience
- its denial of narrative - becomes the most appropriate form for a shifting, questing subjectivity.'^ Hanrahan endorses Anderson's point by
talking of the diary keeping as a means of relocating and reaffirming
what she calls her 'real self - she feels she had 'reverted' from her real
self into 'other people's real world' by becoming a 'sodal person'. One
of the patterns of subjectivity which emerged in the diary - the self as
watcher and recorder of 'people and situations, discussions, observations'^ - provides the central metaphor of the artistic self in The Scent
of Eucalyptus, the self as 'spy, voyeur, eavesdropper'.' This and similar
metaphors of self as watcher are a key feature of Romantic discourses
of artistic subjectivity.
The other interesting aspect of Hanrahan's account of the genesis of
the diary materials is that mourning the death of her maternal grandmother triggered memories of a childhood shared with her. Psychologists and social workers who counsel the bereaved encounter as a
routine part of the processes of mourning, a phenomenon they call 'intrusive imager/:
the 'mental' pictures formed by the grief stricken or bereaved. Places, people,
and specific experiences shared with the deceased predominate, often in the form
of eidetic imagery.... Specific details of earlier losses may be vividly recalled, and
special, comforting, hiding places (often used during childhood years) may be
mentally reconstructed.®

Eidetic imagery is vivid and persistent, recreating the visual with hallucinatory clarity. The source of Hanrahan's acutely realized memories
of childhood would seem, then, to lie in intrusive imagery as much as
in her 'very visual memor/. Intrusive imagery is a form of involuntary
memory: Hanrahan herself says the imagery, the memories of her childhood 'possessed' her as she wrote them down.® Hanrahan records in
The Scent of Eucalyptus the mystery and pain of her dead father's physical absence in her childhood. Appropriately she recalls a visit to his
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grave in the first chapter; in the last chapter she recreates the pain of
impending loss of her mother to a stepfather and of her Rose Street
childhood world.
Hanrahan reconstructs in The Scent of Eucalyptus special, comforting,
hiding places of her childhood: the loving and warm Rose Street home,
to which she flees for domestic, mothering comfort on two occasions
(p. 41, p. 152); the garden of the Rose Street home; the outside lavatory,
a night-time confessional booth in which her mother tells her about her
father and calms the 'pigeon' in her chest (Chapter Seven); the front
bedroom in which she escapes the heat of summer, soothing herself
'amongst its chilly lino daisies' and calming the 'wild dance' in her
chest by concentrating on the magic and exoticism of its material artefacts (pp. 33-34); and the sleep-out in which she shares a bed with her
mother, protected by her toy animals and the physical presence of her
mother (pp. 35-36). At one point in the text Hanrahan enacts the intrusion of imagery, of memory, in her process of grieving. The enactment
occurs after an adult expression of anguish at her childhood insensitivity towards her grandmother's inner life. (Such a sense of having failed
dead loved ones in their lifetimes is a common feature of mourning).
The mood and incantatory rhythms of Hanrahan's anguish are realized
superbly, especially through repetition, echo and parenthesis:
(I was deceived by familiarity. I didn't see, couldn't hear, forgot to reason.)
Inside the workaday Iris of the ruined hands, the young girl lived on; protected by the blur of memory, chaperoned by the constant shadow, Reece. She was
there for me to see in the innocent blue eyes (I didn't see); there for me to hear
in the hesitating, childlike voice that svirprised me on the telephone (I didn't
hear). She was there in the terrible depressions, smothering possessiveness,
crippling self-pity that baffled me. She accoimted for the copies of True Romance,
True Story, True Confessions that were hidden beneath the mattress as surely as
she did for my grandmother's shyness that isolated her, made her lonely.
And I knew her not. I only saw the Iris whose shoulders drooped from the
shopping bag; who looked after Reece for forty years; who was my grandmother.
Iris is my grandmother. She has forget-me-not eyes, bushy eyebrows, rosy
cheeks, silver hair she hides behind a rinse. Her face bums to brick in summer,
but her body under the dresses that are always washday damp is white,
(pp. 30-31)

The intrusion into present grieving of one and a half pages of specific
images of her grandmother and their relationship is marked by the
double spacing after 'who was my grandmother' and the shift into the
present tense.
Public discourses of grief in epitaphs or commemorative verses published in the In Memoriam columns of newspapers have their own sty55

lised, formal rhetoric, embodying partial truths at best and often overlaid with cloying sentimentality. Hanrahan includes in The Scent of Eucalyptus without comment her grandmother's In Memoriam verse for her
first husband:
We who loved you sadly miss you
As there dawns another year,
And in lonely hours of thinking,
Thoughts of you are ever dear. (p. 27)

The formulaic rhetoric of such public discourses of grief give them a
ritual seemliness, a seemliness which suppresses the ambivalences characteristic of love relationships. Hanrahan's public celebration and commemoration of her grandmother and her childhood world are characterised in contrast by an extraordinary emotional honesty. Hanrahan is
aware of both love and matrophobia (fear of becoming one's mother)
in her relationships with her grandmother and mother and her childhood world. (Hanrahan and her widowed mother lived with Iris Pearl
Goodridge and her sister, Reece, who has Downs syndrome.) Hanrahan
records her appreciation of the warmth and security their love provided
her, and of the sensations to which they exposed her, but she also records moments when she felt herself betrayed by the suburban ambitions her grandmother and mother had for her, moments when she felt
angry about the caging of expectation and deprecation of worth to
which her being sent to Technical School exposed her. She celebrates
the domesticity of the Rose Street home, while also mourning the quality of the feminine lives her maternal figures live within its confines.
One of Hanrahan's prime subject positions in The Scent of Eucalyptus is
that of mourner; her subjectivity as mourner may be placed within
various discourses of mourning. This subject position is one which
admits contradiction and ambivalence.
In turning the fragmentary material of the diary entries into narrative,
providing formal continuity, Hanrahan discerns an important pattern in
the subjectivity of her memories. She discerns a split self, which I will
summarise here as kewpie doll mimicking the conditioned ideal of suburban femininity and the night self, the 'dark' side of herself which is
the canker at the heart of her grandmother's and mother's suburban
ambitions for her. It is implicitly the night self which will frustrate the
suburban ambitions of her maternal figures: it is the creative, coarse,
sexual side of her personality. It is a source of deep ambivalence in the
processes of self-development, a source of both wild pleasure and of a
sense of the self as monstrous.
In the female Kunstlerroman the artist figure usually imagines her
creativity as monstrous and dramatises how she must fly in the face of
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traditional expectations of women, challenge culturally transmitted
notions of femininity, break out of the life script the materialistic,
suburban ambitions of her family would write for her. In implicitly
having broken out of the suburban life script her mother and grandmother planned for her by becoming the author and narrating I of The
Scent of Eucalyptus Hanrahan dramatises herself as female artist figure.
Hanrahan is also a printmaker of international reputation, a fact acknowledged in the biographical notes in various editions of the 'novel'.
As Grace Stewart points out in A New Mythos: The Novel of the Artist
as Heroine 1877-1977 a problematic relationship with the mother energises many women's novels and forms the core of the female Künstlerroman: 'for a girl, becoming a woman means assuming the sex of the
mother, to whom society offers few rewards and whose own self-esteem
is consequently often low. Even if the daughter likes the mother personally, she may dishke her mother's role and rebel against assuming
a similar position.'^" In matrophobia rebellion is fuelled by fear.
Matrophobia is particularly common in first-born ambitious daughters
like Hanrahan, and can often be seen at its most devastating in the
wasted female body of the anorexic. The tensions in Hanrahan's relationships with maternal figures are played out on p. 165 in a refusal
to eat. Hanrahan's perception of her mother's and grandmother's lives
as, by her standards, mediocre, narrow, circumscribed, safe, constricted
and tame is a signal of her matrophobia. The models of femininity their
lives offer do not allow high cultural artistic ambition.
Hanrahan articulates her repudiation of their suburban ambitions for
her in terms of a discourse made available by 1960s feminism, a discourse of which Betty Friedan's influential The Feminine Mystique is a
representative example. Hanrahan repudiates in satirical style a suburban courtship and a 'happy housewife' scenario for her life
(pp. 159-161), and demonstrates her own abjuring of marriage and
motherhood as the apotheosis of a woman's life by relating the autobiographical fact that she lives in a de facto heterosexual relationship
in which a decision has been made not to have children (p. 158).
Women are often sold or conditioned into the packaged life script of
safe courtship, marriage, happy housewifery and motherhood, and suburban home and expectations as an appropriate and fulfilling one in
which to place and exercise their feminine subjectivity. It was a particularly popular script of the 1950s, the period of Hanrahan's adolescence;
it is the kewpie doll model of femininity which 1960s feminism and
Hanrahan's night self criticise for its conformity, drudgery and imprisonment of expectation. Significantly Hanrahan opens her autobiographical Künstlerroman with an acknowledgement of her disillusion with a
sentimental, romanticised, kewpie doll femininity:
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My mother hedged about my birth: said she found me in a rose. And I believed
her - saw myself pink and perfect as a rubber dolly, added some modest gauze,
even a little crowTi. Of course I went too far - tried to make it perfect; cheated
vdth shears and criss-cross net - no thorn or suckers, gall or fly or chafer, (p. 7)

The story of her birth does not inscribe a female sexual body; neither
does a kewpie doll have a female sexual body. Hanrahan proceeds in
this first section of the first chapter to reject and criticise the suburban
and feminine life scripts represented principally by the maternal figures
who 'graved themselves for ever'. Suburban maternal femininity erases
individuality, their real, original selves with 'cheap comforts'; when
maternal obligation ceases there is 'nothing to be free for; bled so empty there was nothing left them, but to dissolve as well' (p. 8).
In the course of the text Hanrahan dramatises a mature perception
that beneath the 'studied conformit/ of their lives a real, 'strangely
original' life lay in an unworldly physical and emotional intimacy. It is
a perception which blunts the sharp edge of the matrophobia expressed
elsewhere:
The real world sprang into being as my grandmother, my mother, Reece, and
I came dose. It was a delicate world that waxed and waned; constantly
threatened by my grandmother's depressions and possessiveness, my mother's
materialism and secret longings, Reece's stomach that rattled, my fits. It was
nurtured and protected by the roses and the grape-vines, the ivy and the
lavatory-creeper that clung to the fences; by the arching berry bush, the plant
that bloomed once every seven years. The real world came into being round the
dining-room fire, as we toasted bread on the crooked fork; it lurked in the
porcelain basin as my mother washed my hair wdth rainwater from the well,
bloomed in the fusty bedroom as Reece soothed my head v^th little pats when
I was sick, rose from the earth when my grandmother stooped in the garden
and coaxed withered seedlings to life. In the sequestered haimts - behind the
crinkled green glass and the roses, the grape-vines, the ivy and the lavatorycreeper - my grandmother's and mother's lives blossomed secretly, unacknowledged even to themselves.
This innocence had its pitfalls: they did not value themselves; they did not
realize their worth. Once they strayed from their familiar paths they were lost;
their irmocence tarnished, (pp. 182-183)

This mature perception gives rise to the many descriptions in the text
of physical and emotional intimacy among the women. The value given
this intimacy points to a sometimes tenuous domestic pastoral in which
the home is celebrated as 'the place of Peace; the shelter, not only from
all injury, but from all terror, doubt, and division'." Domestic pastoral
is a powerful Victorian and post-Victorian cultural discourse.
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Hanrahan dramatises her night self in Chapter Twenty-five as her
rescuer from mediocrity, conformity and imprisonment, as her saving
grace:
I was saved from my pliancy and submission - my ignorance, by something
awkward and unyielding, prickly and resisting deep inside. I was saved by the
crudity that made me pee in the bath, and revel in the tar-black shit that poured
out of me and stank. Therefore I was different.
At night, alone, I pulled myself clear of the mediocrities of the world that
sought to claim me. I freed my hair of its restricting pins and it shivered like
a thistle brush, (p. 158)

She receives 'night-time half-knowledge' of 'where the real world l a /
from the 'cryptic messages' of nature, 'a wild world that broke through
the symmetry of prim brick borders, neat vegetable rows, tortured
roses' - a symbolic message of wild, natural self breaking through the
symmetries of suburban order. She also receives half-knowledge of a
more authentic world through fantasies based on myth and literature
rather than the seductive, packaged popular culture represented by 'the
smooth voices of radio announcers, the banality of soap powder jingles,
the empty glamour of film-star buccaneers', and from looking beyond
'homage without question to a sovereign and a flag and a sunburned
land that were not mine' (p. 156) to the fascination of 'the desolation
of the lane where old Mr Stone next but one roamed mad, where
strange boys smoked tobacco in the barrel-yard, where someone shed
the sanitary pad that lay bloodied and wilting further down' (p. 159).
At twelve Hanrahan has ambivalent feelings about her 'night-time halfknowledge'. It gives her a sense of difference and isolation from others
she hasn't learnt how to cope with, so she mimics the manners and
habits of the kewpie doll model of femininity to try to gain acceptance
among maternal figures and peer group, unaware that the intensity of
the mimicry gives away her difference, produces perceptible slippage
from the model. To her day-time kewpie doll personality the night-time
half-knowledge is unsettling, unhealthy and physically repugnant. The
night-time half-knowledge masturbation provides of sexuality is reduced
in the light of morning and kewpie doll perception: 'the warmth had
fled. I found hairs stuck to the sheets; my fingers smelt. And I felt
g u i l t / (p. 173). She wears gloves - the epitome of 50s femininity - to
try to break herself of the masturbatory habit which to the night self is
a source of delicious pleasure. The night-time half-knowledge is also
imaged negatively as a 'canker' and a 'blight' in relation to transmitted
cultural ideals of suburban femininity.
In many female Kunstlerromane the problems the woman artist has in
breaking free of feminine conditioning are so traumatic that her artistic
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self is imaged as monster and the birds or wings which symbolize her
desire for freedom are broken, crippled or strangled.'^ Hanrahan's artistic self may not be singularly monstrous, but it is imaged in terms
of darkness and Gothic possibility, particularly in its association with
her fits and faked suicide attempt. Hanrahan suggests implicitly that as
an adult she triumphs over ambivalence about her night self in presenting it as the part of the personality which rescued her from a suburban
fate to be the author of a high cultural literary work. The night self
appears in Hanrahan's print chosen as the cover illustration of the current Chatto & Windus paperback edition, 'My Family - My Australia',
in inscriptions of the female sexual body over the lettering 'My
Australia', in the top row of images, and superimposed over the
Kalgoorhe-Coolgardie area on the map. This last placement may symbolise its richness as a vein of natural ore in life and art. The night self of
Hanrahan the writer also breaks the suburban feminine mould by inscribing the female sexual, reproductive and excretory body in the text
of The Scent of Eucalyptus.
Certain facets of typical narratives of the female artist, like those of
the male artist, are informed by Romantic discourse of artistic sensibility
or subjectivity. The artist in this popularised cultural discourse is presented as different and isolated from her or his peers, fleeing restraint
by and entrapment in bourgeois conventionality. The artistic subjectivity
is marked by qualities of intense perception. The artist characteristically
watches in solitude - watches others, the physical world and the self.
This watching may set up a 'conflict between the urge to "live" [to
lead a life of social involvement] and the temptation to seek solitude'.'^
Diana Brydon draws attention to the characteristic verbs of visual perception in The Scent of Eucalyptus.^* Hanrahan, though, records and preserves perceptions of all senses as in this passage:
We followed a crooked track, and I breathed in eucalyptus and the spice of gum
leaves burning far away. Faintly through the Mallee came the whine of a circular
saw. Close to my ear I heard the chick-oo-wee of a bell-bird, the answering
chirp<hirp-cherry<herry of a honeyeater.
I saw the flash of rosellas and a black and white magpie. Uncle Will told me
of the soft grey mopoke - the Boobook owl, of speckled Jack who lays chocolatecoloured eggs, of thrushes and skylarks and swallows.
(The hills are gentle, with their pale trees, their stillnesses, their drifts of
smoke. Soft-bristled bushes chng to my skirt, currents of strange insects wreathe
my head. There are tufted ferns, black boys, and everywhere the wattle: intensely
gold, on hair-like twigs; in plumes, amongst flannel leaves; fuming in a lemon
fuzz; fallen to a shrivelled crust.) (pp. 88-89)

This record exemplifies the physical, aesthetic and emotional responsiveness, the capacity for minute absorption and the powers of ex-
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pression linked to the freshness and wonder of the child's recalled
perception which characterises the modern meaning of the term sensibility. Hanrahan dramatises her artistic self as asocial watcher and
listener. There are repeated statements of her difference and isolation
from her peers, and of a desire to fit in with them, to lead a life of
feminine involvement. Hanrahan's sense of a split self reahses the conflicting pulls towards sociability and towards the solitude which sustains artistic sensibility. In The Scent of Eucalyptus, too, there is repeated
imagery of a desire for freedom, especially from entrapment in the conventionality of suburban femininity. The Romantic discourse of artistic
subjectivity, then, certainly facilitates the presentation of the artistic self
in The Scent of Eucalyptus.
The self of The Scent of Eucalyptus is also situated within conventions
of pastoral. Hanrahan's awareness of literary pastoral is signalled in her
epigraph from Andrew Marvell's 'The Picture of Little T.C. in a Prospect of Flowers'. In displacements of the original pastoral paradigm
which involved nymphs, shepherds and shepherdesses in rural settings,
the requisite pastoral simplicity, peace, and authenticity have also been
celebrated in childhood and domesticity, the pastoral of childhood
emerging in the seventeenth century and the pastoral of domesticity in
the nineteenth century. Hanrahan's childhood self is shown to take on
nymph qualities in the relatively freer and more natural cultural spaces
of semi-rural country and beach, in both of which she, like Marvell's
nymph, T.C., names the wilder flowers and trees. As the mature Hanrahan describes her earlier selfs experience of the Adelaide Hills and
beaches of the 1940s, it was a source of enlightenment and intuitive
half-knowledge: 1 only saw its [Rose Street's] ugliness, the telegraph
wires and greyness when I came back from the sea and the hills'
(p. 97). Her mementos of sea and the hills wilt, shrink or fade when
transplanted to the suburban home. She is struck by a contradiction
between her experience of the Australian landscape and patriotic celebration of it in the singing of 'My Countr/ at school assembly. The
half-knowledge the country and beach impart to the child is associated
with the real self, the night self, the self impatient of suburban and
unthinking patriotic commonplaces. In the suburban garden at night
Hanrahan intuits cryptic messages from nature. The mature Hanrahan
has the capacity to decipher the messages by articulating them, but that
articulation is steeped in the conventions of pastoral and the nature/
culture dichotomy.
In line with the conventions of pastoral the values of the city are exposed and scrutinised critically. The city is associated with the transmission of popular cultural values through film, radio, and consumerist,
uncritically patriotic practices which penetrate home and school. Chapter
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Sixteen, which records a visit to the city centre, for example, is full of
detail of public monuments which signals complacent civic pride in
royalty, exploration and colonisation, imported architectural styles,
patronage of traditional institutions of learning, the British flag, Scottish
heritage, and noble sacrifice of life in war. The high cultural life of the
dt\% represented by the Art Gallery, screens itself from Australian nature 'under parasols and trellised vine leaves' (p. 102) and is measured
by its collection of sentimental paintings, pastoral paintings of nymphs
and Pan, nationalistic celebration of shearing sheds, and jolly, exotic
'girls', a term of tri\4alised womanhood (p. 103). The dty is also associated with the unreal social selves Hanrahan's mother and grandmother
adopt to negotiate it. These are artificial, unfamiliar social selves which
intimidated Hanrahan as a child; they are constricted by corsets and
caught up in a world of feminine social appearances.
The pastoral of domesticity and the cryptic messages of the Rose
Street garden are disrupted in the concluding chapter by the impending
remarriage of Hanrahan's mother and removal to the new marital home.
The disruption of pastoral, precarious as that pastoral may have been,
occurs as Hanrahan awaits the final loss of childhood marked by the
onset of menstruation and is realised in imagery of the sullying, hardening and dissonance of the symbolically matemaP" and imagery of death,
decay and abandonment in the final paragraph. Hanrahan prefigures a
growth in her self-division during adolescence, a growth which will
make her childhood seem more simple. The organisation and articulation of Hanrahan's memories of childhood and her evaluation of that
\s"orld are profoundly affected by her situation of her subjectivity within
the discourse of pastoral.
Hanrahan's subject position as daughter of Maurice CBob') Hanrahan,
who died when she was one, is interesting, particularly in the recent
Chatto «& Windus paperback edition. In the written text of The Scent of
Eucalyptus Bob Hanrahan is associated with mystery and loss. Hanrahan
records herself as child having reasoned that the corpse under the begrimed cemetery slab bearing her father's name did have a physical
life - 'by being my father' as the adult Hanrahan puts it (p. 11). She
can know her father only by speculatively piecing together through
reason and intuition fragments of information from her mother, from
photographs, and from his possessions. She perceives her father in some
\s^ays mirroring herself in wanting to break out of the tameness, monotony and mediocrity of the suburban world and factory; the discourses
\Nithin which she tentatively situates his reconstructed subjectivity are
those of 1960s and 1970s criticism of suburbia and factory work. In the
current Chatto & Windus paperback edition of The Scent of Eucalyptus
the father's importance is highlighted by the representation of him in
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her screenprint IViy Family - My Australia' on the front cover. Bob
Hanrahan has the same physical presence as her mother, grandmother
and great-aunt. Beside his head is a representation of vegetable love
dated 1940, the year of his death. The representation of vegetable love
(a root vegetable, with a heart-shaped root) is an allusion to Andrew
Marvell's poem T o His Coy Mistress', lines 11-12: 'My vegetable love
should grow/ Vaster than empires and more slow.' The allusion reminds the reader that for Barbara Hanrahan her father's death has, in
the words of Marvell's poem, turned 'into ashes' all her 'lusf: 'The
grave's a fine and private place,/ But none, I think, do there embrace.'
The allusion hints, too, at a possible placement of self as daughter/lover
in a Freudian discourse of female psychosexual development. Bob's
name is represented twice in the print with stars over it. As a representation of the artist's love it suggests Bob's place in her heaven and
chaste adoration. It alludes in its imagery to the Petrarchan love convention, a central feature of which is that the loved one is unattainable
sexually because of marriage to another or death, the lover only being
able to worship chastely from afar. These allusions are an afterthought
to the original edition of The Scent of Eucalyptus-, through them Hanrahan takes up the subject position of petitioner for love and physical
intimacy.
Hanrahan's subjectivity as it is presented in The Scent of Eucalyptus is
constituted in a range of discourses: the discourses of 1960s feminism,
mourning, pastoral and love; Romantic discourse of artistic subjectivity,
the discourse of the female Kunstlerroman. To this list one might add
a popular discourse of childhood and adolescent female friendship in
Hanrahan's depiction of her relationship with Carol. Chris Weedon
writes:
As we acquire language, we leam to give voice - meaning - to our experience
and to understand it according to particular ways of thinking, particular discourses, which pre-date our entry into language. These ways of thinking constitute our corisciousness, and the positions with which we identify structure our
sense of ourselves, our subjectivity. Having grown up within a particular system
of meanings and values, which may well be contradictory, we may find ourselves resisting alternatives. Or, as we move out of familiar circles, through
education or politics, for example, we may be exposed to alternative ways of
constituting the meaning of our experience which seems to address our interests
more directly.'^

For Hanrahan the identification of self as artist and as a sympathiser
with the inner liberation of women made available seemingly powerful
new ways of constituting and articulating her subjectivity. Her identification of self as artist is a very strong one. She speaks of her sense of
vocation as artist: 'I felt I had sloughed the false "me" away and was
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in touch with the deepest part of my being which, in turn, was in
touch with something so much greater than itself.'^^ She remarks of her
reading which inspired her vocation as writer, a vocation first tested in
The Scent of Eucalyptus:
I was reading D.H. Lawrence all the time - his novels and stories, his letters.
Apart from his writing, his life is important to me. His dedication, his freshness,
his extremes. I like to have a set of heroes in my mind - examples to test myself against, to feel humble against. I'd read a writer's books, then I'd read of
that writer's life."

Not only was Hanrahan looking for standards of heroism in reading of
the subjectivity of writers; the largely literary discourses in which she
constitutes her subjectivity - pastoral, high cultural love, artistic subjectivity - are ones which are often characterised by a first person subject
position or narrative voice.
The discourses within which Hanrahan constituted her subjectivity in
1973 deeply affect the organisation and articulation of memories in The
Scent of Eucalyptus. They edit and shape the fabrics of experience and
memory presented and provide continuities of evaluative perspective.
It is a commonplace of criticism of autobiography that
Firstly, the observer who is a measurer of his past self changes the object in the
very process of observation and recreation. And, secondly, the transformation of
the past self changes the nature of the observer, who is never the same at the
end of the work as at the moment of writing the first page."

My approach to The Scent of Eucalyptus points to particular reasons why
this should be so. In writing the self the autobiographer inevitably constitutes it at any given historical and cultural moment within a range
of discourses which offer competing or complementary subject positions.
The conscious or unconscious identification with particular subject positions in writing an autobiography will certainly alter or strengthen a
writer's sense of those positions and offer modes of articulation and
analysis of past or present self or selves. A post-structuralist reading of
autobiographical subjectivity will insist that the autobiographical self
will inevitably be constituted within different discourses at different
historical and cultural moments, or indeed at different autobiographical
moments. The theoretical underpinnings of my reading of The Scent of
Eucalyptus lead me to question the methodology of criticism of autobiography which assumes that it is a direct transcript of social reality.^"
It is not impossible to deduce from Australian autobiographical writing
aspects of Australian material and cultural conditions at any given historical moment. It should, however, be an important rule for admission
of evidence of those conditions that the critic takes into consideration
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in the processes of deduction the discourses within which the autobiographical self or selves she or he is discussing are constituted.
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20. I would, for instance, place Richard Coe's Tortrait of the Artist as a Young
Australian: Childhood, Literature and Myth' in this category.

Australian
Feminist Studies
••
is a gift to the whole world that cares
about intellectual transformations."
Catharine R. Stimpson

AFS 10

AFS
9
1989
Feminism &
1 Anthropology

1989
Sex/Gender

i:

i;

AFS 7 & 8

i

1988
|

{

Feminism &
History

AFS 6
1988
Equal Pay:
Language &
Gender

AFS 5

AFS 4

AFS 3

1987

1987

1986

1986

Feminism &
The Body

Cyborgs;
IVF

Foucaull &
Ingaray

Grosz on
Ingaray

s

AFS 2

ANNUAL S U B S C R I P T I O N S (payable to Australian Feminist Studies)
Name (btock letters)
Address
Please enrol me as a subscriber to Australian Feminist Studies starting with
issue No
/renew my subscription (Ticit appropriate rate).

Australia and New Zealand
Supporting:

$50

•

Individual:

$20

•

Non-waged:

$15

•

Institution:

$35

•

Overseas
Individual: $AUS 35 (air)

•

$AUS 25 (surface)
Institution: $AUS 50 (air)

•
•

$AUS 40 (surface)

•

I enclose a cheque/money order/bank draft for $
(cheques should be made payable to Australian Feminist Studies)
or charge Bankcard
or\r,sacard
valid from

•

•

•

•

•

•

•

until end

•

•
•

•

•
•

•
•

•

•
•

•
•

•
•

•

•

•
•

•

•

•

•

•

•

signature

All subscriptions should be sent to the Research Centre for Women's
Studies, University of Adelaide, GPO Box 498, Adelaide, South
Australia 5001.

66

DAVID P. REITER

The Dry Season
It stared at me side-on through the window, head tilted, green eyes
pulsing. As if it expected me to jump through the dusty pane to leap
at its throat. I suppose its an old dilemma: the very thing that stirs the
blood also makes it tremble. But then, with a peck at the glass, its fear
gave way to curiosity. I was fresh. And unfamiliar.
This caretaker was a guinea fowl, probably a male, judging by its
speckled arrogance. I leaned over the coloured vases lining the window
sill, and mistook it at first for a mottled peacock. Women are always
asking me about the identity of birds, as if a travel joumahst like me
naturally knows such things. When they see one catching the currents
overhead, they marvel at how it soars, the sun flashing against the hues
of the underbreast. So it has to be named.
'Oh, ifs a hawk of some sort,' I might say, though it might as easily
have been a falcon or some winged Valkyrie. 'But beautiful? I've heard
their business is tearing off heads!'
A crusty note on the sliding glass door had been my welcome: if no
one s around, make yourself at home - Ned & Alice. How could I have been
anywhere else but on an island? Since it was already sprinkling, I
needed no more of an invitation than the smell of a smouldering woodstove. Inside, I eased down on a nearby lounge and slipped gratefully
out of my backpack and camera bag. The fire was still alive but quickly
smothering in a feathery white ash.
I'd stamped around so much trying to warm up that no one else
could be in the adjoining five bedrooms, unless they were sleeping like
boulders. So I grabbed a hatchet blackened by charcoal dust and split
some kindling from a wicker basket loaded with cedar chunks. A bit
knotty, but dry.
I suppose that was what brought the guinea fowl around to investigate.
'Are you Ned or Alice?' I asked it, through the window, as the fire
crackled away in the background.
The bird edged down the handrail toward a hoary garden, but inched
back as I sagged into a mildewy chair to thumb through the pile of
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magazines and books scattered down the length of the long common
room. What magazines do guests read when t h e / r e under a guinea
fowl's surveillance? Now it was eying me emeraldly as a librarian.
'Slake your talons, Alice/ I said, palms up. 'I swear I'm a paying
customer!'
When I phoned ahead for a reservation at the hostel, my editor had
laughed.
'I doubt you'll have any trouble,' she said. 'It's not even steelhead
season yet, Philip.'
'But it's the middle of summer.'
'Which only means less rain, not warmth, my dear.'
'Why are we doing the Queen Charlottes, then?'
'Our readers love to visit them - over a cappuccino. You know
damned well that no one ever actually goes there.'
'But what about the Haida, Sandra? Aren't people just dying to see
the only native group who never signed a peace treaty with the Feds?'
She smiled. 'Not really. Your average yuppie prefers to watch televised
natives as they pirouette around loggers about to chainsaw through the
thighs of virgin forest. Or read about it in National Wildlife.'
'Pirouette, eh? I thought you hate New Journalism.'
'Ours is a balanced magazine,' she intoned. 'I keep my dirty denim
ideas to myself and you go off to write about arts and crafts.'
'I'm really looking forward to it, you know.'
'The rain?'
'No, the people. I can't wait to see them weave baskets from spruce
roots. And carve argillite in a hovel.'
She looked at me. 'You might leam to hke it. Watch out for the
women, though.'
'The Haida?'
'No, sweetheart. The native women have had more than enough of
the presents White men bring. You'll meet two kinds of White women
on that island. One's out looking for space and the other's already
spaced out. But the bottom line is that both are extremely dangerous
away from home.'
I bristled for show, though I enjoyed these rare intra-deadline
intimacies. 'Why do you always assume I need to be looked after?'
'Because you're a nice guy, Philip - too nice for your own good. And
because I can't imagine a better unattached male to brunch with at
harbourside on a sunny Sunday. How's that?'
I snapped shut the cool metal clips on my briefcase. 'You'll do.'
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Though the fjords of the Inland Passage ferry trip were tempting, I had
to fly to save time. I'd already decided to gamble by passing up a
rental car, since I was determined to get close to the natives. So
hitching was the way to go. After all, why would anyone living handto-mouth want to chat with a shiny Corolla?
When I arrived in Sandspit, a grey-haired chap chewing a toothpick
eyed me as I hesitated at the terminal's exit doors. He wore a fisherman's sweater and scratched at his nose intermittently as though it
were peeling from the sun.
'Need a lift to Charlotte City?' he asked.
I didn't know if he was offering transport by wheels or water, since
the town was on another island across the bay. 'You drive the limo?'
I asked.
'Might call it that,' he snorted. 'Follow me.'
The mud caking the sides of the limousine mercifully masked the
rust. Which probably gave Luke an excuse not to wash it. The muffler
coughed as he drove at a steady 30 km, usually half on the other side
of the road. Utility trucks swerved past on the shoulders, spitting
gravel. Local journalist snuffed out in freak collision yesterday. Funeral
Wednesday. But the other passengers, doubtlessly locals, took no notice.
Finally, I just closed my eyes on the curves.
As the ferry plied its way across Bearskin Bay, I got a better angle on
the mountains. They were green, all right, but most had been clear-cut,
as though a giant combine had swathed along some reckless diagonals.
Forests around here were certainly going the way of virgins. I felt
grateful then for my focus on arts and crafts.
Who said that we only write about things that matter?
My lift to the hostel was with a father and his daughter. The car was
so crowded with groceries and supplies after my pack was added to it
that I had to carry the girl, about eight years old, on my lap. She
giggled and squeezed both my legs tight for balance. Henry and his
wife had just taken up a farm, though they'd lived on the island all
their lives. A Texan had offered twice as much for the land, but then
the deal had fallen through.
'What do you raise?' I asked.
'Spruce cones,' he said, as casually as if they'd been pigs. 'Ship the
seeds to the Japanese for planting. Lots of money in it.'
I stared out the window at the lush undergrowth, the cedar and
spruce scrub, the clouds spilling down over the mountains to the steely
Hecate Strait. A fine mist began to bead on the windshield.
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'Vancouver sunshine/ I quipp>ed.
Henry smiled. 'And this is our dry season. You should see the wet.'
The rain was pelting down when Ned came in, the sleeves on his light
work shirt rolled up, exposing thick forearms. He slicked back his dark
hair with one hand and shook hands with the other. From his stocky
build, I gathered that he was at least part Haida.
'You the guy from B.C. Nature?' he asked. The one who phoned last
week?'
Thought you might be full this time of the year,' I apologized.
'Might stiU be. Last week we were turning them away. Just depends.'
He looked at the cup I was holding. 'Whaf re you drinking?'
'Coffee. Of course, I'll be happy to pay-'
'Hell, no. If you got it out of the tin by the stove if s common stock
anyway. But I thought you might want something stronger. I mean it
is raining.'
I couldn't deny that.
'And Alice gives me shit when I'm not hospitable,' he continued. 'So
you'd better keep me company while I clean the clams for supper.'
Home was just up the path from the bunkhouse, a double-wide trailer
with a deck around two of the sides. A cedar eagle perched on a railing, wings flexed. Someone had spattered it with red, white and blue
paint.
'Bald eagle?' I asked.
'Yeah,' he said. 'I carved it. With a chain saw.'
A chain saw? I took a second look. The breast could have been more
streamlined, but overall the eagle wasn't half bad. So Fate had already
delivered me a chain saw carver. Sandra would be ecstatic.
Ned was a bit short on ginger ale, so our water glasses were filled
with barely diluted Johnny Walker. I'd just finished my first and Ned
was well into his third by the time Alice got home. She was a nurse,
and her white uniform and nylons made her skin seem all the paler.
She set a bag of groceries on the table before she noticed me.
'If this is Thursday you must be Philip,' she smiled, offering me a
thin hand like some lacy southern belle. 'Don't mind me. Ifs the infernal shift work. You lose track of the days.'
'Hope you brought some mix,' said Ned, prodding the bag.
'Yes, I brought some mix,' she mimicked and then tried to kiss him.
'Sends me off to the salt mines, and then beats me if I forget his mix.
What a brute!'
'Better pour the next round before Philip dries out,' Ned said, gently
brushing her aside and getting up. Til start the coals for the clams.'
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'You will come for supper?' Alice asked me. There's nothing to do
but be sociable in this blasted rain. And Betty will want to meet you.'
'Not that you'll have much choice/ said Ned, from the doorway. That
woman's a story in herself.'
As we nibbled on barbecued clams and fried chips, something about
Betty reminded me uncomfortably of days as a student at Simon Fraser
during the witch-hunt against Marxist professors. Most were Yanks who
felt guilty about missing out on the Vietnam protests down at Berkeley
and UCLA. And they were supported by a batch of American students
determined to initiate us Canadians into the finer points of agitation. A
crack group invaded the university Senate chambers, smearing the walls
with pig blood - or what they claimed was pig blood. Another band
decorated the mirrors of the administration's bathroom with faeces,
probably not pig's. Stand-ins led to sit-ins led to sleep-ins led to loveins. When the police finally dragged us out of the President's office
after two nights of occupation, a smell of semen hung in the air like
dying petals.
Betty could have been there. Maybe she had been there.
She hadn't cut her hair since then. It was brown and fine and nearly
down to her waist. The tee-shirt was as tight as I remembered,
although her jeans now seemed suspiciously more like Eaton's than
K-Mart. Her figure was just as boyish. But one eye had taken on a
nervous twitch.
She had a child.
I counted backwards. If Trevor was thirteen, as he claimed to be the
instant I set eyes on him, hi, my name is...and I'm thirteen, he might have
been conceived on one of those fluffy floral lounges in the President's
outer office during the shadowy hours before we'd been expelled. He
seemed to bear the scars.
Sandra, happily childless, claims that parents get the kids they deserve. If so, B e t t / s sins must have been manifold.
Trevor had his mother's number. He paid her absolutely no mind.
She screamed directions; he ignored her. The louder she screamed, the
more soundly he tuned her out. Not that I could blame him. Betty
screamed when he drowned his chips in catsup. She screamed about
how he stuffed his mouth with clams. She screamed about the subversive angle of his fork and knife. She screamed until the comers of her
mouth seemed in a perpetual tremble.
Through it all, Trevor looked away. Until Ned whispered, ever so
faintly, that the boy just might want to do this or that. Then it was
done.
'When can we go on a deer hunt, Ned?'
'Who said anything about hunting?' Ned said, winking at me.
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T o u promised!'
'WTiat about the truck?'
'I cleaned it before supper/
"You didn't sweep out the back.'
'Oh, I forgot!'
Ned shook his head. 'Show respect for what you shoot, boy. A messy
truck insults the spirit of the deer. And did you ask your mother about
going out?'
Trevor wheeled around to face Betty. 'Mom?'
'You know I hate guns/ she said. 'We'll discuss it - later.'
Back in the bunkhouse I deposited my chattels in the bedroom furthest away from Betty and Trevor's. Even as I unrolled my sleeping
bag the coils underneath the mattress squeaked ominously. But it was
still early. I remembered my magazine back in the connmonroom near
the woodstove and went out to fetch it, thinking I might curl up by the
fire for a while. I was just settling onto the lounge when Betty slipped
out of the bedroom. She wore a man's khaki shirt, with brass buttons
on the shoulders, and jogging shoes coated with dried mud. Her legs
were bare.
'He's asleep already, thank God,' she announced, bending over the
woodstove and rubbing her hands. T guess if s the air.'
The air?'
'You know, getting away from the city and all the pollution. Clears
the lungs.'
Her legs, below the tail of the shirt, were quite tanned. Obviously not
from Queen Charlotte beaches.
Tx« Angeles?' I asked.
She turned around, smiling. Tt shows?'
'Had to be either L.A. or the Bay Area.'
'So you know the dty?'
'Well enough to hate it. But assignments sometimes take me down
there.'
I felt a bit Uke Clark Kent disrobing to expose his identity, as she
sank down next to me, tucking her legs under her, the front of the shirt
riding up to expose her knees. Sandra's words began to nag away at
the back of my mind, but I wasn't about to beat a retreat as yet. We
can be just as territorial about fire as land.
'How exciting!' she said. 'Do you interview famous people?'
'Not often. I once interviewed Robert Redford and John Denver when
they were heli-skiing up at Blue River.'
'Oh, wow,' she said, licking her lips. 'I just love Robert Redford.'
'What about John Denver? Don't you love him, too?'
'Not since he put in those security guards around his place at Aspen.
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Country Roads my ass - the bastard's got a record company for a soul.
But Redford's wonderful. I especially admire his stand on environmental
issues and human rights. He should run for Congress.'
'Give him time.'
I could tell my irony was wearing a bit thin, so I stoked the fire.
'Who's your source up here?' she asked.
'I've got a few folks lined up. Mostly basket-weavers, jewelry-makers,
carvers. I've already had a session with Ned about his chainsaw work.'
'Far out,' she said, scratching her nose.
I hadn't heard that expression since before Bobby Kennedy was shot.
I thought of bringing up Chief Dan George to see if I could make her
faint, but then I remembered he too was dead. Betty would probably
know that. Though she might have suggested a seance.
Next morning she waited in the bathroom after her shower for me to
come stumbling in. I have no idea for how long. But her timing was
perfect. Just as I turned the knob, there she was, wrapped in a tea
towel. The steam had long since died down.
'Oh!' she said, fumbling to cover her breasts. A bare gesture.
I looked away and mumbled an apology, wondering how Redford
would have handled things if he'd just come around a comer and
bumped smack into Streisand's bosom. Before they were the way they
were, of course.
'No lock on the door, I guess,' I said, easing past her. 'Sorry.'
'Wouldn't matter,' she whispered. 'I don't believe in them.'
Yanks, I thought. Everything's a matter of faith.
To prove how avant garde I could be, I shuffled into the urinal and
began to pee, leaving the door open for acoustical effect. T o u live in
L.A. and you don't believe in locks?'
She shouted over the toilet flush. 'If someone really wants in, he'll get
in. Why compound the damage?'
'Dead-bolts locks can be romantic, too,' I said, preparing a basin of
hot water for my shave. 'They make it easier for you to play hard to
get.'
Her eyes darkened, and she tightened the towel around her.
Maybe I've been around Sandra for too long.
Somehow Alice had slipped in during the night and left a carton of
eggs and a slab of bacon on the kitchen counter with a note, enjoy! A
happy face scrawled at the bottom of the page. As I gulped down my
granóla, Betty related yolk colour to phases of the sun - a pale yellow
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high noon apparently was symptomatic of hens cramped from air in
cages, while sunset orange intimated fowls with barnyard freedoms.
Thankful that one person could eat more quickly than two, I finished,
grabbed my camera gear and headed straight for the highway, lest
Betty, with Trevor in tow, try to tag along. It had slackened off to a
mere drizzle, and everything along the path down to the road had that
weedy, green smell of rainforest. Scraping my boots free of mud on the
pavements edge, I heard the ocean pounding the nearby beach. I
prayed for sun.
Sandra's words, on the way to the airport, came back to me. ^You're
nuts to take the per diem, Philip. Why not just book into a proper
motel?'
'Ifs easier this way. You know I always lose half of the receipts.
Besides, I never get any sleep in those places.'
'Maybe I should buy you a teddy.'
I raised my eyebrows. 'Maybe you should just come along.'
'And do what? Hold your bloody microphone all day? I think I'll just
settle for brunch.'
'Coward.'
'Romantic.'
'Who says I'm a romantic? I haven't written a poem for years.'
'What about the tent, then?' she said, motioning to my pack leaning
against the back seat.
'You don't miss a thing, do you?'
'I suppose you're planning to camp?'
I nodded. 'If the weather's fine, why not? They let you sleep on the
beaches. Think of the surf. Starry, starry nights.'
'I rest my case.'
But I could see she was thinking of them, too.
As I walked along a dirt path in Haida Village to my first interview,
a breeze that must have swirled first over the polar icecaps blew in
from Masset Inlet, making me shiver. A German Shepherd pup eyed me
from the long grass of a vacant lot. I took a picture of a house, pink
paint peeled back to weatherboard, a window scrawl declaring Jesus
Saves. Who? A crew of kids dashed up in shirt sleeves and dusty jeans
and begged to have their photo taken. Class of
? I let the tripod do
the work, framing me as vortex to a whirl of brown eyes and black
hair.
Sam was one of the old guard argillite carvers, discovered, almost
against his will, by a scout from a Gastown boutique specializing in
native arts for the rich. Sam was amazed at first that someone would
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be interested in buying what he usually carved for fertility ceremonies
and the like or to simply potlatch with friends. So, for years, he took
what the agent offered. Until his oldest son returned from the city one
day with an itemized list of the prices his carvings were fetching in the
shop - six or seven times what Sam had been paid.
Sam got very angry.
He became a born-again capitalist. After enticing a few other carvers
to leave their work with him (on a modest commission, of course), he
opened Sam's House of Argillite in Haida Village, and distributed leaflets to all the motels and restaurants in Sandspit and Charlotte City.
His come-on was that visitors could watch him at work before they
browsed around the shop. And the tourists came. They were amazed
by the implacable black stone. And even more amazed that Sam shaped
it purely with hand tools. They delighted in watching the argillite dust
sift down to the work bench as Sam etched out an earlobe here or
polished a nose there. It was simply ethereal for them to dabble in the
black dust and feel it like silicon between their fingertips.
Sam's miniature totem poles began to sell like Korean umbrellas
during a monsoon. Most sought after were the mythic figures with long
tongues.
He showed me earrings and pendants and brooches and cuff links
and tie tacks, killer whale bookends and turtle paperweights. And then
he showed me his art.
One decorative plate depicted phases in the creation of the earth.
Raven, a prominent actor in the piece, brooded over an ovarian void
with eyes of sparkling abalone shell.
'If s better in the dry season,' Sam said, holding the plate proudly in
his lap, as I snapped his photo. Tourists stay away in the rain. The
men worry about rolling their cars off into the ditches, the women fret
about their shoes and hair, and all the kids get muddy.'
Sam crowed on about his boys. Harry, the oldest, had already been
commissioned by the university's Museum of Man to carve a giant
totem pole from red cedar, while Tom taught jewelry design at an art
school. I asked if he'd taught them. He shook his head.
'If you leave them alone,' he said, 'they find their own way.'
I couldn't help but think of Trevor.
The clouds cleared away enough by evening for a sunset and the
breeze died down. Ned met me on the path up to the hostel. I asked
if he knew Sam.
'Know him? Practically grew up with the guy. He's a cousin, or something.'
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'Or something?'
Ned paused. 'Lef s just say my aunt found it hard to stay home alone
on those long winter nights. Did Sam show you his boat?'
'No.'
'Well, thafs his first love now. Chartering for deep sea fishermen
from the States. In the off-season, he offers overnight champagne
cruises. From what 1 hear, the bunks below deck get quite a workout!'
'When does he get to carve?'
'Mostly in the wet season, I suppose. Or when a journalist comes by.'
'Touché.'
'Never mind,' he said. 'I'll take you up clamming to North Beach in
a few days. Tide'll be low and the weather'U be fine for your pictures.'
'I thought the forecast was for more rain.'
Those bastards don't know for nuts,' he said, dismissing science with
a wave of his hand. 'You'll see. Besides, I'll need a break from the kid
by then.'
'Didn't he go with Betty today?'
'Where could he go?' he snorted. 'She slept in all day. While he stuck
to me like honey on a bear. Finally had to dig up some worms and
pack him off fishing.'
I laughed. 'Maybe he thinks you're his daddy.'
'Well, he's not the only one who's after a man,' he said, elbowing me.
'Wouldn't let any moss grow on my heels, if I was you.'
Though I'd lugged along a few groceries for supper, Alice quickly made
it clear that she had other plans. She'd organized a seafood barbecue salmon, trout, oysters, clams, etc., etc. - and invited in a few neighbours, at least one of whom was cosy with the local arts council. She
was sure I'd get on well with Jim.
'He's one of our better artists,' she said, already busily setting the
table. 'Thafs one of his paintings up there on the wall.'
If Emily Carr had accepted a commission from Weyerhauser to bronze
their logging operations, she might have produced such a canvas. Feet
firmly planted in undergrowth, chainsaw about to chew into the trunk
of a virgin spruce, a logger, untouched by debris, braces himself for a
Promethean assault. The leaves and needles around him want to swirl
surrealistically but don't quite manage it. The frame is gilded baroque.
'Impressive,' I said.
So I put my steak in the fridge and set aside my plans to transcribe
the tapes from the interview with Sam. Such trivia would just have to
marinate for another day.
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After a mug of beer that Ned slipped him and a plateful of food,
Trevor quickly passed out on a lounge, snoring with the vehemence of
a grown man. Jim had a blond surfie look about him, but you couldn't
help liking the guy. He divided his time between painting and managing experimental tree plots for one of the big lumber outfits.
Tou probably think I've sold out to Mammon,' he said.
'Oh, no,' I said, still forking smoked oysters. 'I've never even met the
guy-'
'Ifs like meditation,' he went on. 'Even better sometimes. I get my
best ideas when I'm clipping away at the undergrowth.'
Betty was getting inspired, too. I was grateful to Jim if only because
his presence seemed to make it difficult for her to decide how to divide
her attention between us.
'I just love pastoral scenes,' she told him. Though Monet has always
struck me as being slightly bourgeois. How long have you been into
landscapes?'
Ab-eady into her third scotch, she leaned against my arm as though
I were a hitching post. When I braced her a bit with my arm, if only
to avoid the embarrassment of having her fall over backwards, I could
feel Alice's eyes on us, sensing muck in the air. Ah, yes. Those journalists.
Might have known...
The bushfire was now crackling around my toes. High time, I decided, for me to air my tent.
Since we were already on the subject of landscapes, I found it easy
to turn the conversation around to camping, which Jim snapped up like
a poet offered a royalties check.
'I'll come by in the morning,' he said. 'I know just the perfect place.
Only ten minutes from here if the weather gets miserable again.'
'Far out!' said Betty, squeezing me around the waist.
'It could be a bit further than that,' I said to Jim, stiffening. T don't
mind walking.'
As the water for my coffee boiled on the little camp stove early next
evening, I stretched with the pleasure of solitude and debated which
direction I should stroll in along the beach. The sky was mercifully blue
and the waves rolling in from the east off the Hecate Strait were gentle,
more like those you'd expect to be lapping at the bank of a humble
lake.
I'd pitched the tent among some adolescent spruce just up from the
beach, and I had my battery lamp and writing materials all organized
for later, after I'd taken the sunset pictiires. And Ned had promised a
full moon tonight, so I was also looking forward to snapping a few nice
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silhouettes. More for myself than the article; Sandra couldn't expect to
get all the good stuff.
After I'd prepared for the worst, Betty didn't ask to come along as
Jim and I prepared to set out for the beach that morning. She surprised
me even more when she avoided moralising Trevor about what appeared to be signs of a hangover. When I stepped into the kitchen to
say good-bye, she seemed to take it with philosophic calmness, and her
smile had the atmosphere of toasted English muffins and freshly
squeezed orange juice. I felt almost embarrassed by my blatant enthusiasm for the escape.
'Don't be a stranger,' she said, trimming away char from the edges
of her bread.
North of my camp, the beach curved off toward the Tlell River and
then a jagged point, growing vague in the gathering mist. Between the
river and the point, I could barely make out the shadowy hulk of the
Pesuta, run aground ages ago by a band of Spanish pirates, only a
splintery bow exposed above the sand. 1 knew then that 1 should walk
south, saving the wreck for the next day. Tragedy always seems all the
more dramatic in the softness of morning light.
Later, as I set up the tripod, I glanced back toward the tent and the
trees beyond. Maybe it was just my imagination, but I felt as though
someone, screened by undergrowth, was watching me. I expended the
film on the sunset and the cool, dry light of the moon, then crept back
to the tent, fully expecting to be interrupted during my transcriptions,
or once I finally switched off the lamp and unzipped the sleeping bag.
With Trevor somehow safely anaesthetized back at the hostel, Betty
would appear, offering some sexless excuse to snuggle down with me.
But though I listened for footfalls and snapping twigs, I heard nothing
but the surf roUing innocently into shore. If Betty was there, something
was definitely holding her back.
It wasn't until the next day, on my way to North Beach, that I found
out what it was.
Alice sat between us, re-fitting some netting around an aluminium
frame for crabbing, as Ned slushed his four-wheel drive through the
last boggy stretch before the beach.
T o u missed it,' Ned said to me, clearing his throat. 'Got a call from
Les. He'll be staying at the hostel for a few days.'
^ h o ' s Les?'
'Betty's boyfriend from last year.'
'Won't that be fun,' Alice chimed in. There was so much heat coming
out of that bunkhouse last summer that the whole island felt it!' She
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turned to me, grinning like a pixie. Tou'll have to come for supper
again to watch the action.'
'No, thanks,' I said, having no desire to act as short leg of an isosceles triangle just for her amusement. 'I've got too much work.'
'Oh, but you don't understand,' she said. 'Les won't be alone, you
see.'
'He's been kayaking around the lower islands with her for the past
six weeks,' said Ned, with a wink. 'Name's Gail.'
'So you must come,' said Alice.
The rhombic possibilities didn't seem nearly as threatening at that
moment for some reason. Away from home, when our own lives are a
bit parched, how we delight in the drizzly soap operas of others.
'Well, maybe just for dessert,' I said.
I snapped nearly two rolls of film at the beach to make sure I got it
right. Ned was an old hand at razor-clamming. He'd even fabricated a
special shovel for scooping out the sand.
'You've got to be fast,' he said, pointing to a tiny air hole puckering
above the surface of the sand. He dug down quickly, tossed the shovel
to one side, then plunged his arm down the hole up to the elbow and
came up with a fat clam. 'You can't see the neck now,' he said, handing me the clam. 'But once they sense you disturbing the sand, the little
buggers' use is to dig down at six inches a second. You miss more than
a few that way!'
And he did.
Meanwhile, Alice splashed around in the surf, harvesting a bumper
crop of crabs, often pairs of them at a time.
'Summer's mating season for them,' she said, carefully extricating two
from the net and dropping them into a pail. 'So you get two for the
price of one.'
Even so, one crab lost a claw in the struggle. I picked it up off the
sand and threw it into the pail. Waste not, want not.
'How's the taste?' I asked her, wondering if the effort of procreation
might not sap the crabs' sweetness.
'Never better. And the shells are nice and soft this time of year since
they've just shed, so it's easier getting at the flesh. But don't take my
word for it.'
Seven of us at supper made short work of the d a / s take. Clam shells
and cracked crab appendages littered the table. The food was a fine distraction - no one had to talk. Trevor sensed the undercurrent of tension
in Betty, though, and was being a pain.
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"We've only got two days left/ he whined. 'If you don't let me go
hunting with Ned tomorrow night, I'll never get my deer/
'The deer are not yours, my dear,' said Betty. They belong to the
island/
'You won't let me go!'
'I didn't say that.'
"You will let me go?'
She managed a smile, more for the others around the table than for
him. 'I'll think about it. But only if you stop bugging me. Mommy's
had a very hard day.'
Trevor opened his mouth for one final protest, but when she raised
a finger like a red flag in warning, he fell silent.
'There are plenty of deer, anyway,' said Gail.
'I beg your pardon?' said Betty, turning to her.
Gail hadn't said much up to that point. Maybe she'd decided it
would be more poUtic to first test whatever atmospheric pressures
might remain between Les and Betty. Which may have explained why
she sat closer to me than Les at the table. She struck me as the kind
of woman that more modestly attractive women like Betty have nightmares about, especially when they're engrossed by a man. A petite
though athletic figure (aerobics? squash?), faultless complexion, seductive blue eyes.
Diet food companies pay a high bounty for her. Corporations are
eager to promote her to prominence in their newsletters and Equal Opportunity reports. Macho males perish in glacial crevasses pursuing her.
That kind of woman.
'Les tells me,' Gail continued, 'that the population of Sitka whitetails
is quite secure here.'
Betty turned to him. 'You told her that?'
He looked down at his lap and rubbed his nose with an index finger.
'I guess I did.'
Les was not at all what I'd imagined. Shorter than Gail, he was somewhat chunky, balding, with a dark beard so full that it seemed to give
his face an unbalanced look. He wore wire-rimmed glasses with lenses
so small he must have found it difficult to focus on anything higher or
lower than a few degrees off the horizontal. His voice had the begrudging huskiness of a detective who always holds something back.
Glancing over at Gail from time to time during the meal, he seemed a
bit unsure about her.
'They've got no natural enemies here,' he went on. The deer, that is.'
'Except us,' snapped Betty.
"Yes, of course,' he said. 'Even so, the islands are inundated. Protecting them's a crock.'
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Betty could see she was losing. So could Alice, who tried to suppress
a sardonic smile. Ned was doing his best to concentrate on cleaning
meat out of another crab. Trevor, arms folded with determination, was
waiting in the wings for his opening. Just before Betty looked at me,
I reached for the wine cask and began to fill glasses.
'That's not what you said before,' Betty said, turning back to Les.
'When you were...here last summer.'
Les nodded thanks to me for the refill and shifted in his chair. 'I
didn't know as much then as I know now. The Haida say that we have
to change with the seasons.'
'Yes,' said Gail, with a coolness that surprised me. 'Les is quite an
expert on the seasons - and the Haida.'
'I'll drink to that,' said Ned, suppressing a burp and lifting his glass.
T o the Haida, that is.'
In a reflex, we all raised our glasses.
All of us, that is, except Betty.
I thought it odd at breakfast next morning when Les asked Betty to go
for a walk with him. He did it, though, only after Gail nudged him in
the ribs, a gesture Betty and I couldn't help to see. Betty hedged at
first, puzzled, eyes searching Gail, then shrugged and got up. Trevor,
determined to latch onto Ned, stormed out the door first. After they
left, Gail laughed.
'Ah, to be a sparrow on a branch over that arid little chat,' she said,
helping me clear the dishes.
I was still trying to figure her out, so I said nothing.
'You're wondering why Les brought me here, aren't you?' she said,
suddenly.
She caught me off guard again. T h a f s your business.'
'The hell it is. I saw you last night...watching us. You didn't say
much, but I saw it in your eyes.'
I swirled the soap suds. 'I'm a writer.'
'Thafs a pretty lame excuse. You enjoyed the show, didn't you?'
'What do you mean?'
'You've set up camp on the beach, but you couldn't resist sleeping
here last night so you didn't have to miss a single scene.'
'My hostess invited me.'
'Sure, Philip. Sure.'
I picked up a handful of knives, washed and rinsed them clean. The
sun glinted on them through the window before I put them in the drying rack. I fought back the schoolboy impulse to spread the blame any
further.
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'AU right/ I said. 'So why did he bring you?'
'No one brings me anywhere. I asked him to.'
'Even after you found out Betty would be here?'
'Especially after that. He gave me a few lines when we were together
in the kayak. I was sure he'd used them before, so I decided to see
what he was really made of. You can tell a lot about a man from the
women he sleeps with. Even more from the way he tries to extricate
himself when he gets bored but can't just run away.'
She was wiping the dishes dry as quickly as I could wash them. I felt
myself gradually speeding up, like a runner being paced. She went on
to tell me how she and Les met for the first time on the plane to Sandspit, seated together by chance. When he asked her why she was travelling to the Charlottes, she explained that she was on holidays from her
job as a systems analyst and was keen on spending some time with the
Haida. She'd dreamed of it for years.
'It meant a lot to me, that dream, but I guess he must have found
my naivete amusing/ she said, bitterly. 'He laughed at me. But he must
have also felt a male obligation to put me in my place. A few minutes
later he offered to take me along in his kayak, so I could see "the real
Haida".
'Was that his first 'line"?'
'Yes. And I've never forgiven him for it.'
Why?'
'Because he showed me that the real Haida are dead. They're lost in
the stones of abandoned villages, in the broken p^ottery and the totem
poles that rot on the ground. Their descendants are impostors, more
White than anything. Hucksters.'
I thought of Sam and the other artists I'd interviewed over the past
week. Was she right? Was anything the Haida were doing for them? Or
was it all for us?
'Was that the real reason he asked you along?' I asked.
She started stacking the dishes back in the cupboard. 'Of course not.
But then he never realised why I agreed to go.'
'Until last night?'
She smiled, and hung the dish towel up to dry. Then she walked
over, gave me a dry kiss on the comer of my mouth and walked slowly to the doorway. 'Since when does a writer need all the answers?' she
said.
I hadn't noticed her perfume, a spicy fragrance, before that.
Sandra and I decided on the liver pâté. On impulse, I ordered the
guinea fowl stuffed with wild rice, though I was tempted by the
venison.
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'Now don't get me wrong/ Sandra said, setting her wine glass down,
and leaning across the table. 'Having dinner with you doesn't mean I've
agreed to escalate. I f s just that you've seemed so...well, abstracted the
last few days.'
'I'll meet your deadline,' I said.
'I know that,' she said, lightly stroking my hand. Tell me, did that
snot-nosed kid ever get his deer?'
I nodded. 'Ned took him out the next night. Smeared his forehead
with the blood.'
'And the mother?'
'She didn't scream. Didn't say a damned thing.'
Sandra looked down at her glass. 'And what about you?' Did you
bag a deer, too?'
I paused, enjoying her discomfort. 'No. Not even a bit of moss.'
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AMANDA NETTELBECK

The Mapping of a World':^
Discourses of Power in
David Malouf s Fly Away Peter
In an historical analysis of language and the ideology underwriting it,
Michel Pecheux argues that all struggles of perception and belief arise
from a relationship of contradictions between and within discourses,
since 'thought exists only within a determination which imposes edges,
separations and limits on it, in other words ... "thought" is determined
in its "forms" and its "contents" by the unthought... [In discourse] the
unasserted precedes and dominates the assertion'.^
In other words, a discourse can be identified not only by what is said
but also by what is unsaid within it, and in as much as discourse is
culturally-specific, culture itself becomes 'a complex of competing
narratives of which one or another is for the time being dominanf By
this definition, any concept of a stable 'centre' within a particular culture or objectified into a particular place is undermined. Yet discourse as the bridge between the human subject and the outside world - is
inextricably tied to the need for 'centre', as the desired location of what
Derrida has called 'being as presence'.
Derrida has widely demonstrated how this desire for being as presence and its accompanying need for a centre entails a whole tradition
of metaphysics, which inevitably has political ramifications in terms of
the construction of hierarchies and the exercise of power. For Australia no longer a colonial country yet still living with the shadow of a Eurocentric consciousness - a power struggle is located between the conflicting discourses of the politically 'dominanf imperial and the 'subservient colonial. By implication, it is located in the discrepancy between
perceived states of national 'innocence' and 'experience', which mark
out the relative place of a country within the arena of international
history.
Post-colonial writers and critics argue that rather than overthrowing
an imposed discourse to establish a new discourse of dominance, the
power struggle between two discourses can function to expose the ideological bias underlying all discourse and thereby the status of discourse
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- and of knowledge itself - as relational rather than essential. The responsibility of such an exposure lies with post-colonial texts taking on
counter-discursive strategies which will mark out and dismantle the
ideological biases underwriting discourse, and so deconstruct the assumptions from which such binary oppositions as centrality/marginality
and dominance/subservience take their strength. In other words such
texts can operate, as Helen Tiffin says, to 'question the foundations of
the ontologies and epistemological systems which would see such binary structures as inescapable'.'*
David Malouf s Fly Away Peter undertakes this process in its 'mapping' out of the world and, by implication, the various discourses
through which it is read. In its historical portrayal of war, this text
questions not only colonial involvement in an imperial war but thereby
the power of the political and cultural 'centre' which controls life at the
'edge'. And in so doing. Fly Away Peter dispenses with the very notion
of centrality which gives the imperial political structure its authority,
and reveals a wider field of division and change within social and personal experience.
In setting Fly Away Peter during World War I, Malouf takes up the
national myth of this war in particular as being a turning point in Australia's history. In the context of this myth, Australia's participation is
seen as a loss of innocence; as an entry to what could be called the
world of 'experience', the world of the post-Edenic fallen state. In a
paradoxical sense, then, Australia's experience of war could be perceived as a claim to a new form of independence, a landmarking of our
own place within the wider history of the world. Yet it was not until
well after the war that the experience faced by Australians at war could
be incorporated into the development of a distinct national identity. The
whole society was irrevocably altered, but as yet no language existed
with which to express the change. The returned soldiers tended to reduce their experiences to terms understandable and acceptable to those
beyond the experience; the stories might be told in terms of adventure
or of endurance, but always the raw experience itself was unacknowledged, because of the lack of a shared discourse with which to express
it. Speaking of his own childhood in a time of war, Malouf writes:
I had a powerful sense of my storytellers' telling me nothing in the end of what
they had really seen and felt ... they were expressing themselves out of my
world. Or perhaps they had reduced the thing, even in their own minds, to the
purely conventional terms in which they could most acceptably relate their experiences to themselves.®

As a result, rather than resolving the uncertainty of national identity,
the experience of war served to accentuate the tensions within the
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national consciousness, at least until taken up by the imagination of
following generations and reworked into the pattern of communal belief
as a shared history. In an immediate sense, then, Australia's involvement in Britain's war was not so much a mark of new-found independence as a sign of colonial subordination to a still-dominant social and
political power, in which language functioned as the instrument of authority. In the pre-war Australia of Fly Away Peter, an uncertain balance
between an imperial and a colonial discourse is manifested in the maintenance of the class boundaries carried over from Europe and absorbed
by the perceived 'new' world. Even within the idyllic world of the
sanctuary - a natural haven for bird life which is maintained by both
Ashley Crowther, a young landowner freshly returned from Cambridge,
and Jim Saddler, a local farmer's son - the boundaries of class, as part
of the code of the Empire, still prevail. Jim recognises Ashley instantly
as a kind of soulmate, as someone familiar because intrinsically similar
to himself, yet he cannot approach Ashley because 'It wasn't his place
to make an opening'.^ The role of establishing a relationship between
them falls to Ashley who, despite his natural sensitivity and his scepticism of the political and social biases of the class in which he moves,
is nonetheless locked into the discourse of Eurocentrism which assumes
imperial power. Ashley is introduced in juxtaposed images of childish
helplessness and imperial authority. He stoops under the weight of his
grandfather's watch-chain and stumbles over not only his words but
also his own boots; still, 'he had said "Well then, you're my man," having that sort of power, and Jim was made' (FAP, p. 5).
The divisions of class which maintain the imperial/colonial tension are
apparent not merely in the language which constitutes the opposing discourses but also in the ways in which the participants of those discourses play out their respective roles. It is his awareness of 'that sort
of power^, an awareness which pervades his whole presence, that makes
Ashley passable 'on that side of the world for an English gentleman'
(FAP, p. 8):
He spoke like one; he wore the clothes - he was much addicted to waistcoats
and watch-chains, an affectation he might have to give up, he saw, in the new
climate; he knew how to handle waiters, porters, commissionaires etc. with just
the right mixture of authority, condescension and jolly good humour. He was in
all ways cultivated, and his idleness, which is what people here would call it,
gave him no qualms. (FAP, p. 8)

The roles of power are only reversed during a boating expedition on
the swamp. Here, Jim is in control; his power lies in his knowledge of
the birds and particularly in his capacity to name them. A s h l e / s understanding of the landscape develops from an appreciation and respect of
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its power, but Jim's affinity with the land is perceived by both young
men to be natural and innate. As such, his claims to the land are
'ancient and deep'; they lie 'in his having a vision of the place and the
power to give that vision breath; in his having, most of all, the names
for things and in that way possessing them. It went beyond mere convention or the law' (FAP, p. 7). The visitors from the big house would
be 'subdued, tense ... held on Jim's breath' as he would whisper the
names of the birds in a voice that 'wrapped the bird in mystery, beyond even the brilliance of its colouring and the strange light the place
touched it with' (FAP, pp. 29-30).
As soon as the group leaves the swamp to picnic on hard ground,
however, they revert 'back to realit/ (FAP, p. 32), to the discursive
boundaries which determine their lives. Jim sits apart beneath a tree to
eat his home-brought sandwich while the others consume their picnic
spread, and at the end of the afternoon the gentlemen tip him, Jim
accepting the shillings in respect to an established set of roles.
In this instance, the discursive code constituting these roles is one that
is recognised and adhered to without challenge by each group operating
within that code. On the other hand, direct conflict between the imperial and colonial perspectives is apparent in the attitude of Jim's
father. In his bitter and resentful approach to life, Jim's father is
struggling against an order which he cannot define, but which has
nonetheless moulded the pattern of his life. It is a futile struggle, however, yielding only to a destructive and unchanging despair of which
even the source is eventually forgotten. Jim's father embodies an aggression that is abhorrent to Jim, a side of the conflict between divided
aspects of society that is frightening in its power and ultimately destructive; it is hostility 'of a kind that could blast the world. It allowed
nothing to exist under its breath without being blackened, torn up by
the roots, slashed at, and shown when ripped apart to have a centre as
rotten as itself (FAP, p. 6).
The arrival of war, with all its suggestion of change and inversion,
does nothing to dissolve the class structure apparent within this society.
Indeed the war, as an extension of imperial power, affirms the barriers
with added authority. Both Jim and Ashley eventually join up, Jim as
a private and Ashley 'as an officer, and in another division' (FAP,
p. 57). The primacy of such regimented imperialism is, for those within
its control, complete and unquestionable. The soldiers fulfil their duty
within the hierarchy, according to the rules, despite instincts which
struggle against it. Huddling together in an abandoned trench during
a battle in which all sense of orientation and structure as a military
force is lost, Jim and his companions find themselves under the spontaneous command of a young officer. Like Ashley, the officer is de87

scribed in terms which are naturally incongment with his role. A picture of youthful innocence, he is scarcely more than a boy; round-faced,
blue-eyed and, despite the mud, freshly-scrubbed. In accordance with
his role he orders the men forward into the chaos of the battle and, in
accordance with their own roles, the soldiers obey: "'If s a mistake," Jim
thought, whose own youth lay so far back now that he could barely
recall it 'This kid can't be more than twelve years old." But when the
voice said. "Right men, now!" he rose up out of the ditch and followed'
(FAP, p. 94). The young officer, too, is a victim of the imperial authority which he must carry out. His place in its pattern is predetermined,
and he plays out his given part without choice and to the letter, 'as he
had learned from the stories in Chums' (FAP, p. 94). When he is killed,
immediately after giving his order, it is with his unquestioning naivety
intact, an expression of surprise on his round face, his blue eyes protesting '"I wasn't ready. Unfair!"' (FAP, p. 95).
In this sense, the impact of imperial power is all-pervasive; war, as
the symbol of its power, transforms environment and humanity alike.
Despite their varied lives all over the world, men are brought together
into a horrific, shattered landscape where they become only 'the soldier
- hard, reliable, efficient.... The transformation was remarkable' (FAP,
p. 111). Again, language is the instrument of this transformation; it is
constituted in a discourse that denies individuaUty, that determines 'the
logistics of battle and the precise breaking point of men' (FAP, p. 109).
Within this discourse the soldiers become '"troops" who were about to
be "thrown in", "men" in some general's larger plan, "re-enforcements",
and would soon be "casualties'" (FAP, p. 112).
But language, always double-edged, also serves another purpose here;
the destructive discourse of imperial power is countered by a more constructive discourse of personal affirmation, springing from the transformative effects of war and based in a shared process of resulting redefinition. Thrown into a 'new' landscape, which in an ironic reversal
of perspective is the 'old' world of Europe, and confronted with their
new identity as soldiers, the men must forge a new discourse which
can give meaning to the environment in terms of their own experience,
involving a process of remapping and renaming:
Crossing Half-past Eleven Square (it was called that because the Town Hall clock
had stopped at that hour during an early bombardment; everything here had
been renamed and then named again, as places and streets, a copse, a farmhouse, yielded up their old history and entered the new) you turned left and
went on across Barbedwire Square ... and from there, via Lunatic Lane, into the
Unes. (FAP, pp. 76-77)

In this world without dimension, beyond time, the soldiers come to
realise the extent to which 'realit/ is not a stable truth but a process
of perpetual redefinition. With each definition a new map is formed;
not only maps of the external world but also of one's own place within
it. Accordingly each soldier possesses, as well as a title of the a r m / s
hierarchy, a nickname which marks out his individuality. Ashley, also
endowed with a nickname, is given a new identity suitable to the
strange environment in which he finds himself. He considers that they
all may have been 're-enforcements' and 'casualties', but
They were also Spud, Snow, Skeeter, Blue, Tommo. Even he had a nickname. It
had emerged to surprise him with its correspondence to something deep within
that he hadn't known was there till some wit, endowed with native cheek and
a rare folk wisdom, had offered it to him as a gift. He was grateful. It was like
a new identity. The war had remade him as it had remade these others. (FAP,
p. 112)

The naming of 'Parapet Joe', a German sniper from the 'other side' of
the trenches, is an act which breaks through the boundaries of conflict
to affirm individuality even among the unseen enemy, and which thus
establishes a basis for common understanding between men that runs
deeper than national conscience. The process of naming also becomes
a means of reassurance for men about to go into battle; a confirmation
of their own individuality, of a safe and private life in the face of a
wider horror. Language here takes on a magical, ritualistic quality
which is located in the words of prayers or nursery rhymes brought
forth from memories of childhood, holding at bay 'that other form of
words, the anti-breath of a backward-spelled charm, the no-name of extinction, that if allowed to take real shape there might make its way
deep into the muscles or find a lurking place in the darkest cells' (FAP,
pp. 114-15).
In this way the clashing discourses of war, as a process of both destruction and construction, not only point to pohtical power struggles
but also reflect wider processes and divisions within the pattern of
human experience. Jim's own life follows a pattern of change, moving
from a state of self-imposed innocence which is only sustainable within
the idealised 'Eden' of coastal Queensland, to an enforced recognition
not only of violence and division but thereby of a wider world, extending across the ocean to 'fallen' Europe, with himself as one of that
world's many fragments. In this sense the states of innocence (as perceived unity or peace), and experience (as the recognition of violence
and division), do not simply represent an area of conflict which has its
source in the tension between imperialism (as the authoritive power and
the creator of war), and colonialism (as the victim of imperial appro-
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priation). Rather, the concepts of innocence and experience are constructs which only have status according to their shifting relations to
each other; the possibiHty for the assertion of one is dependant upon
the non-assertion of its other.
As such, Jim's initial state of innocence is a carefully constructed one.
The novel opens with a scenic description of Jim's landscape that is almost artificial in its construction. One senses that this image of a harmonious, innocent world is only so as a created 'sanctuar/. The qualities of peace and light with which it is imbued are seen through the
eyes of an as-yet undefined 'he', and their very presence is implied
through the subjective intervention of an 'unseen hand'.
The sanctuary, then, takes on more than a literal meaning, becoming
a source of safety from the world's harshnesses for Jim as much as for
the birds. In fact the birds themselves do not seem to require the protection of the sanctuary. Adaptable to any environment, they repeat
their patterns of migration year after year, indifferent to zones of war
and the fluctuating lives of men. As the novel's pervasive metaphor for
an apolitical perspective beyond the conflicts of human discourse, the
birds shift continually between polarised worlds, 'quite unconscious that
[they have] broken some barrier' (FAP, p. 48). The birds' double perspective, of course, apphes not only to their 'horizontal' movement between the northern and southern hemispheres, but also to their 'vertical' movement between 'the flat world of individual grassblades' and
'the long view' from the sky (FAP, p. 2). Unlike the south- and earthbound Jim Saddler, each bird retains,
in that small eye, some image of the larger world ... seeing clearly the space
between the two points, and knowing that the distance, however great, could
quite certainly be covered a second time in the opposite direction because the
further side was still visible, either there in its head or in the long memory of
its kind. (FAP, p. 20)

On the other hand Jim, cocooned within his sanctuary, resents the
intrusion of anything that might bring change or disorder to what he
perceives as a stable and innocent world. Berfs bi-plane in particular,
the 'clumsy shape' of the novel's opening lines, is regarded by Jim with
suspicion and dislike. The machine not only represents the pattern of
change and progression - the post-Edenic world of experience - but also
points towards imminent war, the ultimate symbol of conflict and division. The plane is introduced, through Jim's eyes, as a 'big shadow'
which dulls the otherwise untempered brightness of the sky:
It was a new presence here and it made Jim Saddler uneasy. He watched it out
of the comer of his eye and resented its bulk, the lack of purpose in its
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appearance and disappearance at the tree line, the lack of pattern in its
lumbering passes, and the noise it made, which was also a disturbance and new.
(FAP, p. 2)

The machine is juxtaposed negatively against the birds to suggest a
sense of tension between the human world and the landscape, between
the potential of war and natural harmony: The bi-plane appeared again,
climbing steeply against the sun. Birds scattered and flew up in all
directions. It flopped down among them, so big, so awkward, so noisy.
Did they wonder what it ate?' (FAP, p. 3).
Nonetheless, despite his apparent innocence, Jim is as much a participant in a dominant discourse, although in another way, as Ashley. His
possession of 'the names for things' (FAP, p. 7) and thereby of the
things themselves places Jim in a position of dominance within a discourse of power. The very act of naming represents an extension of the
speaking subject into the outside world, so that in naming the birds,
Jim 'endowed them with some romantic quality that was really in himself (FAP, p. 15). Jim's appropriation of the natural world through
language is formalised with his act of recording the birds in The Book.
The Book (with its connotations of The Bible) takes on an almost religious status in giving 'life', in terms of human significance, to that which
it names. The spoken word gives identity to an object, but the written
word captures that identity in a permanent form, discarding the limitations of time and place and denying the fragmentary, shifting nature of
'the real' to give immediate life a fixed meaning. To write, says Derrida,
is to replace a 'present and concrete existence' with 'the ideality of truth
and value'.'' Jim's ritual of writing the birds into The Book, using his
best handwriting with all the proper flourishes, not only gives credence
to the identity he has provided the birds with in language but, by that
very function, also gives credence to his constructed world and therefore to his own identity:
This sort of writing was serious. It was giving the creature, through its name,
a permanent place in the world, as Miss Harcourt did through pictures. The
names were magical.... Out of the air and water they passed through their name,
and his hand as he carefully formed its letters, into The Book. Making a place
for them there was giving them existence in another form, recognising their place
in the landscape, or his stretch of it... (FAP, p. 44)

But the process of recording the birds into The Book does not only
provide Jim with personal affirmation of his own world; by extension,
it is a process which functions to perpetuate the dominance of an imperial discourse. Written in the language of the Empire, learned painfully at school 'without at all knowing what it was to be for' (FAP,
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p. 45), and then passed on to Ashley, as the representative of that discourse, The Book ser\^es to maintain a power structure of which Jim is
unwittingly both \dctim and perpetuator. Before the very creation of The
Book by Jim, in fact, Ashley is predetermined as its owTier. Each week
Jim displays his work to Ashley for approval, and when Ashley and
Julia Bell are married, Jim 'presented them with the first of the Books;
not exactly as a wedding gift, since that would have been presumptuous, and anyway, the Book was Ashley's already, but as a mark of the
occasion' (FAP, p. 45).
So although the process of mapping the world through words, both
spoken and written, is important in providing Jim with a definition of
his landscape - or at least lus stretch of if - it is nonetheless a process
which limits an illimitable world to a specific discourse within a specific
time and place. Jim's state of innocence, then, is a constructed one in
which an awareness of its 'other' - in the form of division and violence
- is repressed. Just as writing is, to borrow Derrida's term, a 'dangerous supplemenf to speech, a deceptive process which suppresses its
artificial status beneath an assumption of convention, so Jim's state of
innocence is a 'dangerous' one (FAP, p. 103), based upon an incomplete
vision of the world which denies the 'otherworld' of experience. In this
respect, Jim is happy to be 'made' by Ashley; the shift of responsibility provides a childishly simple solution to his reluctance to enter the
'fallen' world of experience by making him, in effect, 'free of his own
life' (FAP, p. 5). Such an artificial state of innocence, however, cannot
be sustained; Jim must travel to an unknown world which will open up
the boundaries of his life, and the 'otherworld' of war takes on this
function. The day on which war is announced represents Jim's last
moment of innocence' (FAP, p. 36), opening up to him a world which,
at least consciously, 'hadn't even occurred to him' (FAP, p. 36). Previously Jim, and to a lesser extent Ashley, had seen themselves as the
centre of a world which radiated out and away from them in endless
continuity:
He thrust his hand out, and both standing now, feet on the ground, at the
centre, if they could have seen themselves, of a vast drde of grass and low
greyish scrub, with beyond them on one side tea-trees then paddocks, and on
the other tea-trees then swamp then surf, in a formal manner ... they shook on
it. CFAP, p. 18)

But war carries with it an all-consuming power that cannot be ignored,
spreading its shocking influence from the northern to the southern
hemisphere, and shifting Jim's own life - in another inversion of perspective - from the centre to the edge of significance:

92

He felt panicky. It was as if the ground before him, that had only minutes ago
stretched away to a clear future, had suddenly tilted in the direction of Europe,
in the direction of events, and they were all now on a dangerous slope. That was
the impression people gave him. That they were sliding. (FAP, p. 36)

As with its repercussions on language, war here has both a destructive and a constructive effect. Parallel to Jim's entry to the world of
experience is Australia's own acknowledged entry to the stage of international history. Walking along Queen Street, surrounded by the activity
caused by the announcement of war, Jim reflects that 'the streets did
feel different. As if they had finally come into the real world at lasf
(FAP, p. 39).
With his growing awareness of a world beyond the innocent one of
his conception, the stage is set for Jim's decision to 'join up', with its
double implications of participation. It is still a decision, nonetheless,
that is full of ambivalence. Jim recognises that his progress down the
'dangerous slope' is inevitable: The time would come when he
wouldn't be able any longer to resist. He would slide with the rest.
Down into the pif (FAP, p. 35). On the other hand, if he resists the
change he will never have a place within the social order of his generation, will never be able to share in the discourse shaping the new
national consciousness:
If he didn't go, he had decided, he would never understand, when it was over,
why his life and everything he had known were so changed, and nobody would
be able to tell him. He would spend his whole life wondering what had happened to him and looking into the eyes of others to find out. (FAP, p. 55)

The very next day Jim leaves for the war, and for another side of the
world, a strange and terrible landscape, 'newly developed for the promotion of the war' (FAP, p. 67). Jim's discovery of this world affirms
the existence of the conflicts he had previously guessed at but always
repressed, and places them in a universal - rather than merely personal
- scheme. War not only exposes a new side of the world and the divided basis of society, but also exposes a new side to - the divided
basis of - human nature. For Jim, 'It was as if he had taken a wrong
turning in his sleep, arrived at the dark side of his head, and got stuck
there' (FAP, p. 58). Confronted with a wider vision of the world, Jim
discovers a dark side to his own character that he had never recognised
before, and which now frightens him with its violence. Challenged by
a man in his training camp who, significantly, reminds him of his
father, Jim finds himself in a 'murderous' situation 'for which there
were no rules' (FAP, p. 63). It becomes clear, then, that war, as a discourse of change and conflict, operates on more than one level: There
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were several wars going on here, and different areas of hostility, not all
of them offidal' (FAP, p. 71).
The full implications of war, however, do not touch Jim until a visit
to the military hospital to see Eric - a 'pale, sad youth' (FAP, p. 72),
with a babyish mouth and a hankering for cakes and chocolates whose legs have both been blown away by a wayward shell. Eric's
plaintive statement, " T m an orfing. Who's gunna look after me, back
there?'" (FAP, p. 85) opens up, for the first time, an aspect of war that
extends beyond the immediate horror of muddy trenches and barbed
wire and death. Eric's fate 'back there' questions the power of an imperial authority in determining - and destroying - individual lives, without any understanding or regard for what those lives represent.
The question was monstrous. Its largeness ... put Jim into a p>anic. He didn't
know the answer any more than Eric did aixi the question scared him. Faced
with his losses, Eric had hit upon something fundamental. It was a question
about the structure of the world they lived in and where they belonged in it,
about who had power over them and what responsibilities those agencies could
be expected to assimie (FAP, p. 85)

The necessity of facing this irresolvable question marks Jim now as
a member of the 'fallen' world - 'it was as if he had been taken over
by some impersonal force' (FAP, p. 87) - and makes him weep 'for the
first time since he was a kid' (FAP, p. 87). Jim's innocence of the days
of the sanctuary is now lost forever, and he will never be able to go
back. Lx)oking back on his past life, Jim realises that the world 'when
you looked from both sides was quite other than a placid, slow-mo\àng
dream, without change of climate or colour and with time and place for
aU. He had been blind' (FAP, p. 103).
With this realisation, Jim also recognises that even his ideal world at
home is marked by \dolence and conflict. Although he had admitted
that violence did have a place 'in what he had knownn back there', he
had not acknowledged it as a natural part of things; it had been 'extraordinar/ (FAP, p. 103). With the last shedding of 'blind' innocence,
however, memories of violence surface which can only be confronted
now, in light of the experience of war. He is reminded of the violent
death of his younger brother in a harvesting accident, the image of
which can 'never be fitted in any language' (FAP, p. 103); and of the
kestrel who had been a victim of mindless violence, which had made
him weep 'with rage and pain at the cruelty of the thing, the mean and
senseless cruelt/ (FAP, p. 104); That was how it was, even in sunlight.
Even there' (FAP, p. 104).
The recognition of \aolence and division, however, does not take its
form in a vision of hopelessness and despair. The concluding section of
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the novel suggests that acceptance of the fragmentary and often contradictory nature of the world is in itself a positive process, offering - if
not a vision of completion - then at least a wider, more perceptive
world view. This view must involve the realisation that one's own
image of 'realit/ can never be confirmed, at least in the way that one
desires, because fragmentation must always override any wider unity.
Travelling through an upturned landscape in which scenes of war and
domestic civilian life are intermingled, Ashley senses that There were
so many worlds. They were all continuous with one another and went
on simultaneously: that man's world, intent on his ancient business with
the hoe; his own world, committed to bringing these men up to a
battle; their worlds, each one, about which he could only guess' (FAP,
p. 110). And later, launching himself into the battle in wliich he will be
killed, Jim feels that 'Perhaps he had, in some part of himself, taken on
the nature of a bird; though it was with a human eye that he saw ...
he moved in one place and saw things from another, and saw too, from
up there, in a grand sweep, the whole landscape through which he was
moving' (FAP, p. 106). Jim's recognition just before death of equality in
relativity, and so of a kind of totality within life's fragmentation, is
simple but as far-reaching as one man's vision can ever be:
He saw it all, and himself as a distant, slow-moving figure within it: the long
view of all their lives, including his own - all those who were running, halfcrouched, towards the guns, and the men who were firing them ... his own life
neither more nor less important than the rest, even in his own vision of the
thing, but unique because it was his head that contained it and in his view that
all these balanced lives for a moment existed.... He continued to run. Astonished
that he could hold all this in his head at the same time and how the map he
carried there had so immensely expanded. (FAP, p. 117).

This sense of balance between life's various possibilities, which are
constantly changing and requiring redefinition, stands as a prelude to
Imogen Harcourt's realisation after his death that there can be no
answer to her own question '"What am I doing here?'" (FAP, p. 130),
whether she is in her adopted Queensland or her native Norfolk. Hers
is a question that, in denying an answer, makes the concepts of centre/
edge and dominance/subservience redundant, but that nonetheless
allows for the possibility of a future, for the continuation of 'the flux
of things' (FAP, p. 131).
Even so, the recognition of life's rhythm, as Miss Harcourt sees it
(FAP, p. 132), cannot be read as a unified or undisturbed process; in
her affirmation of 'the flux of things' there is an implicit tension between opposing states, which is sustained to the novel's end. Her vision, in the last pages, of a young surfer held on the crest of a wave.
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brings together in delicate balance the seemingly opposing elements of
change and continuity, motion and immobility: 'the balance, the still
dancing on the surface, the brief etching of his body against the sky at
the very moment, on the wave's lip, when he would slide into its hollows and fall' (FAP, p. 133). Miss Harcourf s testimony to some kind of
'innocence' in the face of division and death - embodies in the almost
religious vision of the youth 'walking - no, running, on the water'
(FAP, p. 132) - is an assimilating one in which the possibiUty of its
'other' is already contained. In one sense, then, hers is a vision which
denies the necessity of a centralising - and therefore deceptive - discourse.
It was new. So many things were new. Everything changed. The past could not
hold and could not be held. One day soon, she might make a photograph of this
new thing. To catch its moment, its brilliant balance up there, of movement and
stillness, of tense energy and ease - that would be something.

In another sense, however. Miss Harcourf s vision is one which leaves
the text in a state of profound tension between a recognition of fragmentation and a nostalgia for/idealisation of unity. Even in her moment
of insight - the recognition that 'Everything changed. The past could not
hold and could not be held' - Miss Harcourf s desire to photograph the
image of the surfer, to 'catch its momenf, is paradoxical. To capture the
moment would be to fix that moment in a permanent form and so to
arrest it; to photograph movement and tense energy would be to render
those elements immobile, flat. To recognise the impossibility of a centralising world view, then, is not necessarily to discard the desire for
worldly stability and unity. This is the desire which, in the Lacanian
sense, is always present but never satiable, located as it is in what can
never be attained.
This same tension informs Malouf s other novels, in which the potential of both a fragmentary and an essentiaUst reading is balanced. One
thinks of Child's Play (written, significandy, concurrently with Fly Away
Peter), a metafictive challenge to literary tradition but which ends \Nith
a circular return to its idealised beginning of childhood innocence; or
Malouf s previous novel An Imaginary Life, an exploration of the arbitrary and constructed nature of that most classic language, Latin, but
which concludes with the affirmation of a 'true language' of childhood
whose 'every syllable is a gesture of reconciliation'.® Perhaps the due
to this dichotomy can be traced to the presence, in Maloufs texts, of
both a post-colonial radicalism and a Romantic aesthetidsm.
Such a consideration contributes to the significance of the novel's
carefully-ambiguous final lines, which allow for the possibility of a turning to both the future and the past. And in focusing here upon the
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figure of I m o g e n H a r c o u r t - w h o w i t h her given imperial history a n d
chosen colonial future c a n envisage the w o r l d from polarised perspectives - the text maintains its c o m m i t m e n t to a balance b e t w e e n paradoxical tensions which, in its refusal to relax, is truly counter-discursive.
A s such. Fly Away Peter's closing scene - be it a n affirmation of cont i n u i t y / u n i t y or of c h a n g e / f r a g m e n t a t i o n - is one in w h i c h the potential
of its opposite is a l r e a d y contained; in w h i c h the asserted is inevitably
s h a d o w e d b y the unasserted.
This eager turning, for a moment, to the future, surprised and hurt her. There
was in there a mourning woman who rocked eternally back and forth; who
would not be seen and was herself.
But before she fell below the crest of the dunes, while the ocean was still in
view, she turned and looked again. (FAP, p. 134)
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DAVID MCX)DY

The Steeple and the Palm-Wine
Shack: Wole Soyinka and Crossing
the Inter-cultural Fence
The opening pages of the text of Wole Soyinka's play The Rooif are
taken up with several projects of introduction, offering the reader
alternative ways into the work's mysteries. There is a note Tor the
Producer' explaining the mask-idiom of the Agemo cult which is this
work's central ritual model. There is 'Alagemo', a poem also centering
on the 'Agemo' cult. Thirdly, there is a detailed description of the
work's stage geography. I want to begin this paper by noting this description exactly:
Dawn is barely breaking on a road-side shack, a ragged fence and a comer of
a church with a closed stained-glass window. Above this a cross-surmounted
steeple tapers out of sight. Thrusting downstage from a comer of the shack is
the back of a Tjolekaja' (mammy wagon), lop-sided and minus its wheels. It
bears the inscription - AKSIDENT STORE-ALL PART AVAILEBUL. In the opposite comer, a few benches and empty beer-cases used as stools. Dovmstage to
one side, a table and chair, placed in contrasting tidiness, (p. 151)

After defining the play's space, the text then elaborates in great detail
a mime which serves as a type of overture for the whole dramatic score
itself. Murano is the first of the 'sprawled layabouts', and he quickly
departs to tap some palm-wine. Samson wakes during Murano's ablutions and watches Murano 'furtivel/. He almost follows the tapper, but
decides against it. He returns to his mate, only to rise to the call of the
clock sounding 'five'. Samson, as the text puts it, 'ambles around aimlessl/, going to the toilet and grabbing a snack. He then attempts his
second brave action of the morning, trying to make himself enter the
churchyard through the broken fence. The clock strikes again and Samson retreats, shaking his fist at the tower in rhetorical rage. Murano
takes out his anger on his fellow idlers, kicking and shaking them.
Samson's final attempt to amuse himself is to torture a spider. He retreats to his mat in frustration, only to be roused again when the clock
strikes six and the verbal part of the performance begins (pp. 151-2).
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I have spent a great deal of time on this overture to the dialogue
because it raises in itself several of the broader theoretical issues I want
to address in this paper. Firstly, why does a play like The Road need so
many introductions, including, it must be added, the translations of the
Yoruba songs at the end of the text? The Road is not unusual in this
respect; indeed, in some of Soyinka's later plays these introductory
notes expand into quite far-reaching theoretical debates. I want to suggest that these extra-textual factors are indicative of the fact that
Soyinka, like other post-colonial writers in English, are producing at the
margins of the inter-cultural space; that his plays speak with a language
which is neither Yoruba nor English, but which, to use Homi K.
Bhabha's term, is a 'hybrid' tongue.^ This 'hybrid' tongue is difficult,
knotty, many-textured; it speaks not just with two discourses, but with
many. Soyinka is writing in the 'book', that miraculous colonial sign
which is both symbol and instrument of ideological power, with all its
attendant traditions of cultural theory and convention; he is also an
African producing for Africans. He must explain for the reader and for
the de-racinated Yoruba; yet for many of the local audience he needs
no introduction.
Secondly, this transitional location is contained within the textual
space itself. The setting of The Road is brilliantly suggestive of the
hybrid nature of Soyinka's work. The steeple which towers above the
lorry yard, frightening its inhabitants with the clock, encodes the power
of the metropolis itself: its ideological as well as material pull over the
new state, and over the new text. The lorry-park speaks of transition
run 'off-the-road', just as the sleeping, drunken touts and their accompanying mess speaks of the chaos of post-colonial society itself. The
'contrasting tidiness' of the desk and chairs, as the play develops, becomes the site of institutionalized corruption; of a bureaucratic, organized chaos which receives much of its power and protection from the
influence of the steeple itself. Finally, the 'ragged fence' is the 'hybrid'
margin itself, separating the power of the churchyard, with all its magical threat, from the equally potent world of the palm-wine shack. I
would suggest Soyinka's work, and much of post-colonial drama, is itself operating at the site of the 'ragged fence', between the churchyard
and the pahn-wine shack. The symbol of the 'fence' is especially useful,
because, as I have already suggested, the performance of the 'intercultural' text is a difficult, complex, contradictory and, in a certain
sense, unsatisfactory one. The crossing of the fence, is, as I shall argue
later in the paper, an oppositional as well as a conciliatory enterprise.
Thirdly, the setting of The Road and Samson's mime which follows it
introduces the specific role that the performance of drama, rather than
the dramatic text, has in the crossing of the cultural fence. Soyinka, like
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Brecht before him, has argued that theatre has the potential to be 'the
most revolutionary art form known to man'. He argues that theatre,
because it is necessarily a 'communal' enterprise, has the potential to
change the 'awareness' of society: in the loss of individual identity that
the blackening of the theatre brings, there is the chance of a 'reintegration' of identity upon radical lines. In this process, Soyinka
argues, the 'communal roots of theatre are made one with the liberating
direction of the presenf This view of theatre which, in a manner similar, but not identical to Brechfs 'epic' theatre, seeks to combine ritual
and revolution is typical of the 'inter-cultural' project itself. The Road,
as we shall see, is especially significant in this context. Soyinka's Ife
colleague and sparring partner, Biodun Jeyifo, has commented that the
revolutionary potential of theatre also lies in what he has called its
'conflictual' structure.'* This structure is especially powerful in theatre
because of the fact that theatrical conflict is always a spatial as well as
a narrative one; the battle between colony and colonized, between margin and metropolis, is fought out in post-colonial drama on the stage
itself. The ideological and aesthetic centre of a given work is a literal
centre as well. In THE ROAD, this can be characterized as a struggle
between the steeple and the palm-wine shack.
Perhaps even more importantly, Samson's mime shows us a route that
theatre can travel to cross the colonial fence. The nature of the dramatic
sign is unique in that it is primarily a non-verbal form of language; the
power of the 'word' and its institutionalization in the colonial 'book'
can be subverted by a more inmiediate, if not necessarily imminent,
form of signification. I would argue that it is through this hole in the
fence that Soyinka's work manages to connect the opposed colonial
centres; a connection which is carried out through an eccentric use of
Yoruba ritual, transformed as that ritual necessarily is through the
material demands of a metropolitan stage.
I have used The Road as a way of access to many of the issues raised
by the text which might be called 'inter-cultural'. I will use the play as
a way of grounding my theoretical discussion in the actual performance
of (in this case) a dramatic text. The Road has often been seen as
Soyinka's supreme achievement, perhaps for the very reason that it
seems such a complex, self-consciously literary play in the European
style. It has been variously seen as a tragedy complete with its own
tragic hero, the Professor; an absurdist, existential exploration of
non-meaning; and a philosophical treatise in the style of Shaw. Not
surprisingly, these views, concentrating as they do on the verbal score
of the play, have their negative face as well: like other absurdist works.
The Road has been seen as obscure and too 'metaphysical'.^
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We can expand this critical orthodoxy on The Road to take in the
mystification that has surrounded the whole of Soyinka's career-long
theatrical project. Just as The Road has been seen as an African son of
the classical Greek father, so Soyinka has been seen as the prime example of the Nigerian writer who, in the customary terms of the liberal
critical establishment, has successfully l^ridged' two worlds; whose
works manage to be both 'authentically African and deeply 'universal'.
Dan Izevbaye argues this orthodox view of Soyinka in his usual articulate manner:
I think the most important element is the fact that Soyinka has been able to
bridge the gulf, to borrow his own metaphor and use it in a shghtly different
way, between the Western and the African world, between the black and the
white, the European and the non-European, worlds. And in his works, we find
a mastery of both these worlds and both these values, and an ability to assimilate and accept, as well as to satirize and reject, aspects of either world.^

Izevbaye notes that Soyinka represents the 'archetype of the modern
African'.^ This has been a judgement often made about Soyinka. He
has been variously described as essentially being an 'absurdist', as a
'tragedian', as a 'satirisf, as an 'existentialist' and as a 'social critic'.
Another critic, pubHsher Rex Collings, noted that he is an African version of the 'renaissance man', being a poet, dramatist, novelist, critic,
theoretician, producer, director, actor, scholar, film-maker and popsinger; he is able to discuss with consummate erudition Mozart and the
talking-drum, the aesthetics of Brecht and Ifa, the sociological functions
of Dionysos and Ogun.® Just as The Road's celebrated depth has its inverse side, so does this celebration of Soyinka's virtuosity have an
equally strident opposing view. Chief representatives of the dissident
view have been the so-called 'decolonization' school of Nigerian criticism, who have labelled Soyinka as 'Euromodernist' and 'elitisf, as being the Ivlarshall K / of Nigerian literature, doing a 'cowboy sherrif act
on authentic, traditional literary forms.®
I want to suggest that the views of the 'decolonization' critics, while
substantially misguided, are in a sense pointing us in the correct direction. Their scathing attack on Soyinka raises the whole question I have
been rehearsing so far in this paper: in what way does Soyinka mediate
between the colonial worid of the steeple and the post-colonial world
of the pahn-wine shack? Is this mediation the unifying, reconciling project of the 'inter-cultural' bridge; or the more problematic work suggested by Chinweizu? The former description contains the ideological
problems of the related 'inter-nationalism': it has connotations of peaceful cross-cultural marriage; of a worid community of 'universal' concerns and ideological 'consensus'. The notion of 'inter-culturalism' is
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reminiscent of a whole tradition of European critical approach to postcolonial Uterature: which sees such literature as the marginal product
of the metropolitan centre; or, perhaps a better analogy for our purposes here, as a scene from the Great European Traditional Play. This
naive \aew of 'inter-cultural' bridgework e ^ c e s the difficulty of such
an enterprise; it is related ideologically to the notion that a nation like
Nigeria, Kenya or Jamaica can easily, peacefully and simply move from
colony to modem democracy as if such a movement was as natural as
evolution itself.
We might express the complexity of the problem by saying that perhaps So^dnka bridges cultures better for the European culture than he
does for the African world. Soyinka might be seen, as Jameson suggests
of the French realists, as processor of raw materials into marketable
forms: in this case, producing Nigerian ritualistic exotica for the
Western theatre.^®
What I have just argued, needless to say, impUes a political view of
the inter-cultural theatrical project. The notion of 'culture' is not just an
aesthetic one; indeed, from its very theoretical roots in the writings of
Matthew Arnold, the notion of 'culture' has always had an ideological
function. Arnold argued that 'arf had replaced religion as the moral
and spiritual leaven in the social bread. Education in mainstream English culture was the answer to the problems which already threatened
the securitv of Arnold's organic society." Contemp>orary theories of cultural contact have stressed the class-based nature of the notion of 'culture': the role it plays in cementing the bonds of the status quo.
Edward Said has put it this way:
... it is the power of culture by \drtue of its elevated or superior position to
authorize, to dominate, to legitimate, denote, interdict, and validate; in short, the
power of culture to be an agent of, and perhaps the main agency for, powerful
differentiation within its domain and beyond it too."

What then is the 'political' function of a concept like 'interculturalism'? The notion of 'inter-culturalism' implies the idea of tw^o
culture joining to make one. In this case, Eliofs Great Tradition and
the 'traditional', indigenous theatre, the Nigerian version of which
Soyinka has himself played a large part in constructing. Scholars like
Joel Adedeji, Femi Osofisan, and Soyinka have argued that the origins
of modem Yomba theatre lie in the ritual 'egimgun' masque theatre.'^
These critics trace a line through the ancestral rites, through the travelling Yomba 'apidan' theatre, through the modem Yomba 'popular' theatre, to university pla^^v^Tights like Soyinka, Rotimi and Sutherland.
This latter indigenous 'culture' is just as much an ideological constmct
as the metropolitan brand. Whether we accept Soyinka's version of this
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culture, or Chinweizu's alternative Soyinka-free variety, such concepts
as 'orature' and 'ritual theatre' are implicitly nationalist in function: that
is, they answer the metropolitan culture's attempts to 'other' the local
society by affiliating themselves to an alternative, ideologically pure
culture.
However, this indigenous culture is itself a theoretical one: the ritual
roots of theatre can only be discovered by academic research, and survive only in a very fragmented, displaced and syncretized fashion in
post-colonial society. Similarly, metropolitan discourses have much more
powerful and insidious an effect on modern Nigerian theatrical forms
than is often recognized. Rather than the artist supremely tying the opposed strains into a beautiful new 'inter-cultural' weave, the modem
post-colonial text is always a ruptured one: a mixture of discourses and
affiliations, a constant site of battle between the ideological pull of the
steeple and the palm-wine shack. It is a text of the fence rather than
the bridge.
If the 'inter-cultural' paradigm is a linuted one, is there an alternative
which provides us with both more understanding and with more hope?
Is a play like The Road really trapped at the fence, shaking its hand like
Samson vainly at the steeple? Does the erudition of its verbal usage
condemn it always to be in reality a metropolitan text, irrelevant to the
needs of its writer's own nation? Or, at the very least, is it a hopelessly
confused complex of conventions, suffering an incurable, pathological
identity-crisis; a work of 'two worlds': the Mr. Johnson of theatre?
As I have intimated, there is both hope and light in the nature of the
theatrical text itself: that is, in its nature as a work for performance. We
can express the power of the post-colonial text as a 'subversive' instrument by adopting as an alternative tool Homi K. Bhabha's notion of the
'hybrid' text. This is not the place to investigate such a suggestive argument in its full complexity; however, I can appropriate its primary
notion for my own purposes. Bhabha has argued that the colonial text,
rather than just being the magical 'book' of inter-culturalism, displaying
the wonder, beauty and universality of the metropolitan tradition, is
actually subversive in its very structure. Using an image from Fanon,
Bhabha compares the text to the interrogative gaze of the colonial subject: a gaze which even as it admits its servitude, questions the very
ideals of civilization and humanity which have been used to justify that
very servitude.^'' Similarly, the flawed mimesis of the colonial text, its
implicit attempt to mimic the forms of its colonial parent, actually
threatens that very form: in the constantly shifting movement between
the so-called original cultural 'book' and the colonial copy, is the refusal
of the marginal culture to deny its independence. Rather than merely
adopting the post-colonial text in using the forms granted it by colonial
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education, it appropriates these for its own use. An eloquent example
on the linguistic front is the 'AKSIDENT STORE' of The Road. What
appears firstly to be a nùs-spelling and a ghoulish nùs-uunderstanding
of civilized conventions, is revealed instead to be a functioning, creative
sign of 'difference'. Moreover, this 'difference' reveals a reality which
the colonial sign would try to avoid: this is an 'aksident store', and its
location near the church and in the lorry-park identifies the material
reality of their role in the neo-colonial economic system. I would argue
that this kind of 'hybrid' text, this appropriation for personal use of
both metropolitan and so-called 'traditional' discourses, is embodied in
the broader speech act of the whole play itself.
The extra-verbal resources of drama are especially effective in subverting the central verbal logic of the text: its 'metaphysical' centre, to
use the term of post-structuralism. I have expressed the ideological
battle in this particular text, the struggle between margin and metropolis, as a spatial conflict between steeple and shack. In terms of character and narrative, the battle might be described as a struggle for supremacy between the Professor and the dumb Murano. I would argue
that this battle is one that involves the performative signifier as well as
any thematic signified.
As a man who has been staged in the middle of ritual transformation,
Murano is a man who has a foot in both worlds. As Professor puts it:
When a man has one leg in each world, his legs are never the same. The big toe
of Murano's foot - the left one of course - rests on the slumbering chrysalis of
the Word. When that crust cracks my friends - you and I, that is the moment
we await That is the moment of our rehabilitation, (p. 187)

The Professor's attempt to hold Murano is an attempt to possess the
concept of death itself. He wants to 'cheat fear, by foreknowledge'
(p. 227). It is not surprising that he celebrates Murano's silence as being
the silence of 'the Word, a golden nugget on the Tongue' (p. 186). The
professor's academic project is only the intellectual side of his exploitation of the touts and his death trade in the 'aksident' store. Indeed, it
is necessary for the Professor to have this metaphysical rationale for his
otherwise material trade.
The central notion of the Professor's search, of course, is The Word.
With its neo-Platonic and gnostic overtones, as well as its aesthetic implications, the Word is the supreme example of the metaphysical sign
itself: it is poem as artefact, process frozen into product, Bhabha's magic
colonial 'book'. The play provides its own image of the Professor's approach to meaning: the Professor finds a BEND sign 'growing from the
earth' and he plucks it. The BEND is itself an ironic reference to the
Professor's own form of hubris. Similarly, this alientation from the or104

ganic is also a political one: the Professor is the perfect image of the
neo-colonial elite, broken with the metropolitan bishop and attempting
to set up his own church, while still seeing reality through the broken
stained glass window of his former institution.
Murano's silence, and his complete indifference to the Professor, is
also a political statement. Not only is he transitional, but his silence
rejects the whole notion of the colonial Word. Similarly, it is significant
that he is a palm-wine tapper, because this 'traditional' trade only has
a marginal role in the lorry-park world the Professor dominates. In this
sense, he subverts the Professor's control in a material as well as a
philosophical way.
Their struggle comes to a head in the 'communion' rite at the end of
the play. This rite is what the Professor has been waiting for, and his
use of the term 'communion' speaks of that metropolitan discourse
which so dominates his thinking. What happens in the communion rite
involves the subversion of the word 'communion' itself. The Professor's
attempts to 'anticipate' the final confrontation, to provoke the dance of
death, leads to his own literal destruction. His attempts to verbalize any
tragic 'boon' are undercut by the continuing power of the rite itself, the
playing of the musicians, and the spinning of 'the mask' which has now
taken over centre stage. The play ends not with wise words from the
hero, but with the 'welling' up of the dirge. The Professor's symbolic
communion rite has become a material one; and The Word has been
overtaken by action (pp. 226-229).
In the Professor's failure can be seen the subversive project of the
'hybrid' text. The victorious, if tragic, power of the ritual represented
by the dumb Murano decentres any attempt by the audience to see the
play as the story of the tragic hero in the narrowest European sense.
The metaphysical discourse which sees power as being rested in a universal, transcendent steepling Word, the magic 'sign', is brought literally
down to earth by the power of the non-verbal discourse consisting as
it does of a ritual, and popular, tradition. It is not surprising, after all,
that the instrument of judgement on the Professor's blasphemy is undertaken by the representatives of the most ignorant, seemingly ignoble
and, significantly, the lowest class of the work's community. The steeple
is indeed pulled down by, and into, the palm-wine shack. Rather than
being the peaceful merging of two cultural streams, the play's mix of
cultures is a tumult of partially consistent, radically contradictory
discourses: discourses which destabilize the tragic form which seeks to
contain them.
This subversion of the tragically centred text, carried out through the
discourse of ritual, is not the only such project in The Road. Samson's
constant parodies, for example, can be seen as belonging in the 1am105

pooning tradition of the Yoruba 'apidan' theatre. What have been described as 'flashbacks' can also be seen as the visitation of the voice of
the past in the style of 'egungun' ancestral theatre, and the use of
popular songs, many of them composed by Soyinka himself, as an attempt to undercut the inflated rhetoric of the Professor. Music is used
as an alternative way of unifying the text, replacing any narrative continuity. All these performative allusions, including the mask itself, are
aided by the adopted theatrical technology of various lighting effects.
Nor is The Road alone in such 'hybrid' projects. As early as The Lion
and the Jewel, Soyinka was using so-called 'traditional' theatre to subvert
the easy metropolitan annexation of his works. In that play Saditu's
dance celebrating the battle of the sexes radically questions the harmlessness of the p l a / s satire. In A Dance of the Forests the mixture of
discourses is so grand and so complex that it makes the play almost
un-performable. Kongi's Harvest is perhaps the most ambitious of the
works in its use of the Yoruba festival to 'de-centre' the political
centrality of the nationalist narrative.^^ These projects can be compared
to the notion of 'carnivalization' which has often been identified with
Rabelais' where a writer uses popular, democratic art forms to subvert
the metaphysical unity and primacy of the hegemonic discourse.'^ Although it is well outside the scope of this paper, I would claim that
this process of 'hybridization' so de-constructs the forms of metropolitan
art theatre learnt by Soyinka that in his later works the forms open out
off the stage itself. The university performing space is seen as simply
too small and constricted to contain the more open and communal
forms of Soyinka's theatre. Soyinka turns to film because of its more
'popular' range and reach.
We have come, therefore, to the hole in the fence. Rather than being
a peaceful marriage, the inter-cultural theatrical text is a creative
conflict; a batfle for the centre-stage fought out between the discourses
of the steeple and the palm-wine shack. The result is a 'hybrid' product.
Rather than being trapped at the fence, the works connect the worlds
through a subversive project of ritualistic de-construction. If critics were
all members of the audience, they might not be so quick to be either
as simplistically laudatory or vociferously damning about a work's level
of difficulty. Works like The Road are knotty, problematic and contradictory: but they are creative and radical as well, striking at neo-colonial
ideology at the root of its hegemonic project. Such a text in performance is, like the child of the Horseman and the unnamed girl in Death
and the King's Horseman, a prodigious issue: a child of the inter-cultural
gulf itself.
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Book Reviews
Wilson Harris, The Inßnite Rehearsal Faber and Faber, 1987.
Wilson Harris's The Infinite Rehearsal is the most recent work in what is already a
remarkable Bildungsrormn. It begins with a 'renegade' note from the protagonist,
'Robin Redbreast Glass', complaining:
W.H. has stolen a march on me and put his name to my fictional autobiography.
So be it. I do not intend to sue him for my drowned rights. Call it character
licence on his part.
He and I are adversaries, as my book will show, but we share one thing in
common, namely, an approach to the ruling concepts of civilization from the
other side, from the ruled or apparently eclipsed side in humanity.
The note is a reminder that Harris, as author, refuses to be authoritarian in his approach to character or text, abandoning conventions of realism, authorial omniscience
or artistic detachment. The author enters into the narrative, becoming a 'character'
in his own fiction, admitting to his own biases. Later on in the book. Glass, who
serves as the reflection (rather than simply a transparent device) of his author,
challenges him on the accuracy of his facts:
Ivlay 1 give you the facts?' said W.H. 'I may be a character in your book but
still...'
Tacts?' said 1.
'You - Robin Glass - your mother Alice, your aunt Miriam, and three children
were drowned in June 1961, the afternoon of the earthquake. The boat Tiger
overturned at sea...'
It's not true,' I shouted. You know damn well I was in bed with flu at aunt
Miriam's.'
'It was I,' said W.H. gently.
'You?' (pp. 47-48)
The 'autobiograph/ touches intimately on both author and character. Avmt Miriam
who runs a children's school of drama in her home is drowned along with several
children, when their boat capsizes in a storm during an outing. Alice, Robin's mother
(the father has long deserted), a literate, intelligent and brave woman, is herself
drowned attempting rescue. Robin, ill in bed at his aunfs home, hears the news
from his childhood friends, the orphans Peter and Emma, whom Alice had managed
to save. From these slight ingredients, a visionary 'rehearsal' of events takes place
in the child's fevered brain, deeply affecting his view of the real world. Catastrophe
is converted into creative insight. Not only has the child been exposed (at aunt
Miriam's) to a world of 'magical theatre', where 'the histories of the world' are reenacted through 'the shoestring budget of childhood theatre' (p. 65); but he has also
been influenced by stories of his eccentric, bookish grand-father who has 're-written'

108

Goethe's Faust while 'pork-knocking' (prospecting for gold and diamonds) in the
rainforests of his own 'Sacred Wood', where he dies of beri-beri on the day Robin
is bom, the same day the nuclear bomb is dropped on Hiroshima 'and history
changed, revised itself backwards, never to be the same again' (p. 12).
This awareness of childhood deprivation and global turbulence (conveyed with
great power and economy as the simultaneous trauma of childbirth and nuclear devastation) imbues Glass with the conviction that he has been charged by the Creative
Spirit (a 'revision' of the ghost's charge to Hamlet, 'the glass of fashion', to seek
revenge) to embark upon 'the ceaseless rehearsal, ceaseless performance of the play
of truth', in which the Self is 'fictionalised' as a means of locating the creative
imagination within 'ageless author', 'ageless character' (p. 82).
Like his grandfather, he becomes a 'gravedigger/pork-knocker' in the 'Sacred
Wood' (a rather more humble role than Eliot/Frazer's priest/poet). Classical and
modem texts of European civilization are subjected to a 'panning' by the author as
'pork-knocker' in a library of dreams', and made to yield up their correspondences
with other, 'lost' or unregarded cultures. The result is a novel amalgam in which
bits of the 'revised' texts are embedded within a rich magma of cross-cultural, universal significance. Tiresias, the seer, for example, now observes things from within
a third world perspective, 'like a tourist under a black sky'. The other side of the
Great Tradition appears: 'I saw the negative film of Thebes ... I saw Napoleon's
negative crown and Alexander's sceptre and Captain Cat's tombstone floating with
Alice's ring and with the stone from a Jamaican hillside.... It was an uncanny vortex.
The flotsam and jetsam of empires' (pp. 72-73).
The idea of fiction as a continual rehearsal or 're-vision' of accepted traditions
(including the art of fiction itself), was already present in Harris's early work. In a
1967 lecture he described it like this: 'It is as if within his work [the writer] sets out
again and again across a certain territory ... of broken recollection in search of a
community or species of fiction whose existence he begins to discem' ('The Writer
and Society', in Tradition, The Writer and Society, New Beacon, 1967).
That technique of 'rehearsal' is at the root of all his work from The Palace of the
Peacock (1960) onward, and the overwhelming concern is with avoiding the 'sovereign', absolute nature of Tradition, or the tyranny of 'hard fact'. His use of Classical
myth and allegory, or of the European literary tradition, is part of a process of reinterpreting or 'retrieving' values that have become ossified, their links with other,
so-called 'primitive' cultures, lost. In the vmlocking of those 'sovereign' traditions,
there is a release of potential energy for creative change, '...my grandfather's Faust
(which he wrote or brought to completion in the year I was bom) possesses roots
as much in the modem age as in the Columbian workshop of the gods and therefore
addresses a European myth from a multi-faceted and partly non-European standpoint' (p. 7). Robin Redbreast Glass, in writing his 'autobiography, is aware of this
'pre-natal text' which, like Goethe's lifelong work, mirrors its author's own sense of
involvement in a drama of consciousness in which final vision is never achieved.
Faust appears as a central text in the novel, but the figure of Faust, brought alongside the modem age, revises his perspectives: 'You know, Robin, ... I like to think
of my surgery as a window upon heaven. Except that heaven's changing ... technology's changing. And quite frankly I'm not sure what investitures the devil now
wears' (p. 64). In fact, Faust now sees with 'Quetzalcoatl eyes in which were entwined the marriage of heaven and earth' (p. 64). The reference to the Aztec 'plumed
serpent', the god uniting ethereal and early life, also conjures up Blake's The Marriage
of Heaven and Hell, with its plea for a wedding of physical and spiritual 'contraries'.
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For Harris, as for William Blake (whose prophetic books with their airborne, energetic figures Harris's work often calls to mind), without contraries there is no progression; and the novel, both 'autobiography' and 'fiction' is also organised on this
principle. Glass, both fictional character and author, is in dialogue with the 'Erdgeist'
of a 'Faustian' world.
The Faust/Mephisto dialogue is expanded, however, to include political tyranny,
ballot-rigging in the 'third world', the refugee problem, the conunercialisation of
Space, the Challenger disaster, Chernobyl:
Don't exaggerate. Chernobyl is a disaster complex in the Soviet Union. What has
it got to do with the free West and the choices that lie before the electorates of
the free West?
'Hush-hush disaster, dateless day bearing,' said Ghost.
'When Communist Rome bums an empire of souls inhales its ash. But no one
sees the fire of the brute faery at our fingertips.... Cheap energy is the opium of
the masses, the new lotus.' (p. 54)
In his previous novel. Carnival (1985), Harris had used the allegorical densities of
Dante's Divina Commedia as a 'text' through which his imaginative, cross-cultural
vision ranges, picking up Medieval threads of meaning and cormecting them to contemporary, but broken, lines of corrununication, rather like a lone linesman in a disaster area when most of the power lines are down. In this 'repair work', postcolonial cultural fragmentation and the resultant masks of carnival are linked with
the social and political corruption and consequent need for spiritual guidance in
Dante's 14th century Europe. The 'guides' in Harris's novels are culturally heterogeneous, modem figures, but their roles are the same: to re-establish the inner authority of unconditional love in genuine revolutionary change. The last sentence of
Carnival begins with the last line of Paradiso: 'The love that moves the sun and the
other stars' Cl'amor che move il sole e I'altre steUe').
The Infinite Rehearsal, like Carnival, like much of Harris's fiction, is not so much a
're-reading' as a 'revisioning' of European Myth (itself concemed with the retrieval
of Value), in order to discover the deeper springs of the enabling Universal Tmth
that aU myth contains. It was, Harris argues, the enshrining of the great myths as
'Sovereign Tradition' which, in a sense, created the 'third world' and broke the lines
of communication between peoples and their cultures; a dismption that now appears
on a global scale. Goethe's Faust serves as another Great Myth which, since its origins lie even deeper, within an 'Ur-text' or myth of the divorce between Reason
and Emotion, may have resonances that suggest and reveal.
That is, in fact, a description of Harris's own fictional practice, where the writer
'sets out again and again across a certain territory...', but without any preconceived
destination, open to 'revisionary sfrategies' available to the creative imagination. This
is what Goethe's Faust means when he tells the Erdgeist that he needs help in order
to leave 'dabbling in words' and seeks to discover 'what holds the world together'.
In Harris's novel. Ghost acts as Geist to Glass/Harris's quest: 1 say revisionary
sfrategies to imply that as you write ... of the dead or the unborn, bits of the
world's turbulent universal consciousness embed themselves in your book. Do you
see?' (p. 46). 'And I revise around these and through these. 1 see,' 'W.H.'/Glass replies. It is a method of 'validation of fiction', going against the grain of conventional
form and practice, the author becoming involved in the fiction, following where the
work (Geist) leads while also engaged in the writing.
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Above all, this is a novel about the prophetic nature of fiction as a means of apprehending the dilemmas of our post-colonial civilization involving traumatised
Third Worlds' as well as bewildered Tirst Worlds'. The 'spectre of wholeness' that
underlies the strange, rambling narrative lies in the hidden densities of the texts
themselves, where there is a visionary thread of meaning running through them into
a seamless, cross-cultural garment. Extracts from T.S. Eliot, Walter de la Mare, Dylan
Thomas, W.H. Auden, Wilfred Owen, R.L. Stevenson, Robert Bums, Karl Marx and
Shakespeare appear at odd moments within the narrative, often altered slightly, the
result of cultural frisson. The texts jostle each other, share in each other's meanings:
'Is there anybody there?' said the Traveller,
Knocking at the moonlit door.
Belly to belly
Back to back
Ah don't give a damn
Ah done dead a'ready.
And I Tiresias have foresuffered all
I who sat by Thebes below the wall
And walked among the lowest of the dead.
At first sight, de la Mare's simple ballad, a relic of school days, and Eliof s classical
allusions from The Waste Land seem to be joined by an unlikely bedfellow; the
bawdy Caribbean folk song, ^umbie Jamboree'. But the folk song vdth its despairing
echo of the cramped hold of the slave ship, becomes a mediating comment on both
de la Mare's Traveller, unaware of a 'host of phantom listeners', and the Waste Land
with its expiatory message for a historical and cultural Tradition in crisis. The Great
Tradition was always (as Conrad saw) deeply implicated in the Imperial Adventure
which served to support that Tradition. The texts gain a new 'immediacy of utterance' from their juxtaposition.
Harris is making a plea for world sanity; for the compassionate imderstanding
denied by crude polarisations of language and thought. The novel is part of a profoundly moral undertaking; an attempt to understand the apparent paradoxes of
remarkable human achievement in science and art alongside the equally remarkable
record of himian misery and deprivation. Instead of merely investing in the 'human
interest' of these paradoxes, Harris looks within, at our own biases, our ovm failure
to 'connecf because of an 'illiteracy of the imagination' which obscures the link between material progress and increasing violence in a world dominated by the stockmarket mentaUty of 'Billionaire Death' (one of the aUegorical figures which rise out
of aunt Miriam's children's theatre). The hope for the future is Emma, who, in becoming the first female Archbishop, witnesses to a new Divina Commedia: a Tliivine
Communism', a reversal of the bankruptcy of the him:ian imagination which has led
to the collective death-wish inherent in global violence, drug-trafficking, environmental rape and the spectre of nuclear destruction. It is to her that Glass/Harris sets
out on his final journey.

MICHAEL GILKES
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Jayanta Mahapatra, Temple. Dangaroo Press, 1989. 58 pp. £4.95.
Using the frame of two news reports from The Times of India (1980) of New Delhi
and The Telegraph (1986) of Calcutta, regarding first an old couple who committed
suicide because of poverty and loneliness and second, a young girl allegedly gangraped and murdered, Mahapatra builds his poetic temple to the Indian woman. In
a series of poems in four parts, a dream narrative, he mbces the worlds of dream
and reality, so that in the end the Indian doctrine of illusion pervades the whole
text.
Mahapatra says, 'For me. Temple is a poem held together by an inconceivable
silence. Perhaps one finally desires to return to an overwhelming silence. And the
poem too, even if the poem is an invention...'
In this invention, perhaps his most ambitious to date, Mahapatra succeeds in
moving the reader into a world whose linguistic lyricism only further counterpoints
the stark realities of life experienced by Chelammal, the central female voice, who
addresses us and sometimes the poet himself.
Hindu mythology states that the ultimate consciousness and the divine force are
one and the same. A woman represents this divine force shakti and the ultimate consciousness which emerges in times of need. Through this mythologizing Chelammal
(the woman partner of the old couple) attains mythic proportions. She is seen 'poised
like the mystic hunger of a country' and her plight becomes India's. As we hear the
story of her life, she grows also to represent woman through her various incarnations in Hindu mythology. Mahapatra's temple is built not only with reference to the
shakti cult but also to the Putaña myth and Hindu concepts such as moksha, dharma
and karma. Notes are provided.
Perhaps it is Mahapatra's ability to see through his imagined Chelammal's mind
that touches this poem with so much of a realised, compassionate vision. For, what
change has occurred in the Indian woman's plight in the six years between the two
news reports? Very little, the poet suggests.
What can a temple do? It enchants with its mystery. There is something in the air
of a temple that stills a visitor, so that spiritual nourishment can be found in the
midst of human suffering. Infused with the incense of his images of light and darkness, Mahapatra's Temple has 'an air' which includes suffering. Like a real temple this
one is 'vivid, to make us conscious of being alive'.

JAN KEMP
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